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THE fonowing POEMS hare not before appeared in anj 
Edition of oar Author's Works. AM, except ihe fiist/ ar« 
taken Irom Dr. Currie's Life of Bums. 



SECOND EFISTLE TO DAVIB, 

A BROTUER POET *^ 



AVLD NIBOa» 

I'M three tdmes, doubly, o^er your debtor, 
For your auld-farrent, frien'ly letter; 
Tho' I maun say 't^ I doubt ye flatter» 

Yc speak sae feir; 
For my puir, silly, rhymin clatter 

Some less maun sair. 



* This is prefixed to the Poems of David Sillar, pol^hed 
aft Kilsiamockj 1789. 



t BüKNS' POEMS; 

Haie be your heart, hale be your fiddle ; 
La^fnay your elbuck jink and diddle, 
To chear you thro' the weary widdle 

O' war'ly cares, 
Till bairns' bairns kindly cuddle. 

Your auld gray hairs» 

But, Davie, lad, Fm red ye're glaikit; 
Vm tauld the Muse ye hae negleckit ; 
An' gif its sae^ ye sud be licket 

Untilyefyke; 
Sic hauns as you eud ne'er be £aiket, 

Be hain't wha like. 

For nie, Fm on Pamassus* brink, 

Rivin the words. togar tbem clink ; 

Whyles dae^ 't wV love,.whyles daez't wi*^ drink^ 

r » Wi' jads or masons ; 
An^ wbylesy but ay^owve late, I think 

.) ; y BcaMT Bohtt leSSODS. 

Of a^ the thougbtless sons o' man, 
Commen' me to the Bardie clan ; 
Except it be some idle plan 

O' rbymin' clink, 
The devil-haet, that I sud bau, 
w-Jjj^ They ever think. 



MISCELLAKBOVS. 

Na« thought, nae view, nae scheme o' livin", 
Nae cares to gie us joy or grievin' : 
But just the pouchie put the nieve in, 

An'Vhile ought's there^ 
Tben hiltie, skiltie^ we gae scrivin*. 

An' fash nae mair. 

Leeze me on rhyme ! it 's ay a treasure, 
My chiefy amaist my only pleasure, 
At hame, a-fiel, at wark or leisure^ 

The Muse, poor hizzie ! 
Tho' rough an' raploch be her measure^ 

She 's seldom lazy. 

Haud to the Muse, my dainty Davie : 
The warl' may play you monie a shavie; 
But for the Muse, she '11 never ieave ye, 

Tho' e'er sae puir^ 
Na^ even tho' limpan wi' the spavie 

Frae door to door» 
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VmtNS POEMS; 



TEE LASS (y BALLOCHMYLE. 



'TWAS even — the dewy fields were green, 

On every blade the pearls hang; 
The Zephyr wantoned round the bean, 

And bore its fragrant sweets alang : 
In every glenthe mavis sang, 

All nature listening seemed the while^äX' 
Except where greea-wood echoes rang 

Amang tlje braes o' Ballochmyle. 

With careless step I onward strayedy 

My heart rejoiced in nÄture's joy, 
When musing in a lonely glade, 

AMiaiden fair I chanced to spy ; 
Her look was like the morning's eye, 

Her air like uature's vernal smilei 
Perfection whispered passing by,. 

Behold the lass o' Ballochmyle l 
9 



HISCXLLAKSOVB^ 

Fair is the morn in flowery May, 

And sweet is night in Autumn mild ; 
When roving thro' the garden gay, 

Or wandering in the lonely wild : 
But woman, nature^s darling child ! 

There all her charms she does compile }^ 
Even there her other works are foil'd 

By the bonay lass o* Ballochmyle» 

O, had she been a country maid, 

And I the happy country swain, 
Tho' sheltered in the lowest shed 

That ever rose on Scotland's piain t 
Thro' weary winter's wind and rain 

Wi|kjoy, with raptilre^ I would toil ^ 
And'^htly to my bosom strain 

The bonay las« o' Ballochmyle» 

Then pride might climb the slipp'ry steep p 

Wbere fame and honours lofty shine ; 
And thirst of gold might tempt the deep, 

Or downward seek the Indian mine ^ 
Give me the cot below the pine, 

To tend the flocks or tili the Boil,. 
And cvery day have joys divine, 

With the bonny lass o' Ballochmyle. 



BITRKS' PÜXMS ; 



TO MARY IN HEAVEN. 



THOU lingering Star, with less'ning raj, 

That lov'st to greel the early morn, 
Again thou usher'st in the day 

My Mary from my soul was torn. 
O Mary ! dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy place Qf blissful rest ? 
See'st thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear'st tbou the groans that rend his breast ? 
That sacred hour can l^forget, ^ jr 

Can I forget the hallowed grave, 
Where by the winding Ayr we met, 

To live one day of parting love 1 
Eternity will not efface^ 

Those records dear of transports past; 
Thy i^age at our last embrace ; 

Ah ! little thoui^t we 'twas our last ! 
Ayr gurglipg kissed his pebbled shope^ 

O'erhung with wild woods, thick'nmg, green ; 
The fnn^aot birch,, and hawthorn boai^ 

Twin'd amorous round the raptured.scene. 



XISCELLANEOÜS. 

The flowers sprang wanton to be prest, 

The birds sang love on every spray, * 
'Till too, too soon, the glowing west, 

Proclaimed tbe speed of winged day. 
Still o'er these scenes my mem'ry wakes, 

And fondly broods vfith miser care ; 
Time but the Impression deeper makes, 

As stream:\ tbek Channels dmep^x wear. - 
My Mary, dear diipw^ shade ! 

Where is thy blissful place of rest ? 
See'st ttou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear^st thou the groans that rend bis breast ? ' 
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10' BVRKS* PO£MS.; 



LINES ON AN INTERVIEW WITH 
LORD DAER. 



THIS wot ye all v/hom it concerns, 
I Rh3niier Robin^ alias ffurns, 

October twenty-third, 
A ne'er to be forgotten day, 
Sae far I sprackled up the brae^ 

I dinner'd wi' a Lord. 

IVe been at drunken winters' feasts, 
Nay been bitch-fou 'mang godly priests^ 

Wi' rev'rence be it spoken ; 
I've even join'd the honour'd jorum, 
When migbty Squireships of the quorum^ 

Their hydra drouth did slokcn- 

But wi*^ a Lord — stand out my shin, 
A Lord — 9^ Peer^^an EärFs-sony 

üp hi^er yet my bonnet ; j 

And sie a Lord — lang Scotch ells twa^ 
Our Peerage he Verlooks them a,\ 

As I k>d( U'er my sonnet« 



i I k>d( U'e 



MISCCLLANKOUS« 11 

But O for Hogarth's magip pow'r ' 
To show Sir Bardy'« willyart glowr, 

And how he star'd and stammer'dy 
IVhen goavan^ as if led wi' branks, 
An stumpan on bis ploughman shanks, 

He in the parlour hammer'd« 



I sidling shelter'd in a nook. 
An' at bis lordship «teal't a look 

Like 8ome portentous omen ; 
Except good-sense and social glee. 
An' (what surprised me) modestyv 

I marked nought uncommon« 

I watchM the Bymp.toms o' the Great, 
The gentle pride, the lordly «täte, 

The arrogant assoming ; 
The feint a pride, nae pride had he, 
Nor Bauce, nor State that I could see, 

Mair than an honest ploughman. 

Then from his («ordship I shall leam, 
Henceforth to meet with unconcem 

One rank as well "-s another ; 
Ka^ honest wartfy man need care, 
To meet with noble, youth&t'DASi^ 

Por he but meets a brother« 



1$ BURKS' POEMS; 



ON A YQUl^G LADT, 

Hesiding on the banks of the small river Devon« in Claclrraan« 
nanshire« but whose infant years were spent in Aytshire. 



HOW pleasant the banks of the clear-winding Devon 
With green-spreading bushes, and flowers bloom 
ing fair; 

But the bonniest flower on the banks of the Devon 
Was once a sweet bud on the braes of the Ayr, 

Mild be the sun on this sweet blushing flower, 
In the gay rosy morn as it bathee in the dew ! 

And gentle the fall of the soft vemal shower, 
That steals on the evening each leaf to renew. 

O, spare the dear blossom, ye orient breezes, 
With Chili hoary wing as ye usher the dawn ! 

And far be thou distant, thou reptile that seizest 
The verdure and pride of the garden and lawn ! 

Let Bourbon exult in his gay gilded lilies, 

And England triumpbant displäy her proud rose } 

A fairer than eitlier adoms the green Valleys 
Where Devon, sweet Devon, meandering flows. 



|fIt»C£LLAirBOUß. 13 



CASTLE GORDON-. 



I. 

STREAMS that glide in Orient plains, 
Never bound by winter's cbains ; 
Glowing bere on golden sands, 
There commix'd witb foulest staios 
From tyranny's empurpled bands : 
The^e, their ricjily-gleaming waves, 
I leave to tyrants and their slaves ; 
Give me the stream that sweetly laves 
The banks by Castle Gordon. 



II. 

Spicy forests, ever gay, 
Shading from the burning ray 
Hapless wretches sold to toil, 
Or the ruthless native's way, 
Bent on slaughter, blood, and spoil : 
Vol. III. C 



]4 BURNS' FOEMS; 

Woods that ever verdant wave, 
I leave the tyrant and the slave, 
Give me the groves that lofty brave 
The storms, by Castle Gordon. 



III. 

Wildly here without controul, 
Nature reigns and rules the whdle; 
In that sober pensive mood, 
Dearest to the feeling soul, - 
She plants the forest, poursthe flood ; 
Life's poer day l'U musing rave, 
And find at night a sheltering cave, 
Where waters flow and wild woods wave, 
By bonnie Castle Gordon.* . 



• These vcrscs our Poet composed to be sung to Mora 
Highland air, of which he y^as eztremely fond 



t 
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NAE'BODT. 



I HAE a wife o' my ain, ''' 
ril partake wi' nae-body j 

ril tak cuckold frae naue^ 
ni gie cuckold to nae^body. 

I hae a penny to spend, 
There— thanks lio nae-body ; 

I hae naethiDg to lend, 
rU borrow frae nae-body. 

I am nae-body'8 lord, 
ril be riave to nae-body ; 

I hae a gude braid sword^ 
I'll tak dunts fra^ nae-body. 

rU be merry ahd free, 

ril.be sad for nae-body; 
If nae-body care for me, 
'' I'll care for nae-body. 

c 2 
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ON THE DEATH OF A LAP-DOG, 
NA MED ECHO. 



IN wood and wild ye warbling throng, 

Your heavy loss deplore ; 
Now half-extinct your powers of «ong, 

Sweet Echo is no more. 

Ye jarring screeching things around, 

Scream your discordant joys ; 
Now half your din of tuneless sound, 
JJÄfh Echo silent lies. 



IISCELLAKEOVS. 1/ 



SONG. 



Tane, ' I am a man unmabbzsdV 



O, ONCE I lov'd a bonnie lass, 

Ay and I love her still, 
And whilst that virtue warms my breast, 
ril love my handsome Neil. 
^ Tal lal de ral, &c.^ 

As bonnie lasses I bae seen, ^ 

Anci mony füll as braw, 
But for a jnode$t gracefu* mein 

The like I uever saw. 

A bonny lass, I will confess, 
Is pleasant to the e'e, 
' But without some better qualities 
She 'p no a lass for me. 

• This was our Poet'» first attempt. 
C 3 
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But Nelly's looks are blytlie and sweet, 

And what is best of a', 
Her reputation is complete, 

And fair without a flaw. 

She dresses, ay sae clean and neat, 

Both decent and genteel ; 
And then there 's something in her gait 

Gars ony dress look weel. 

A gaudy dress and gentle air 
May slightly touch the heart, 

But it's innocence and modesty 
Tbat polishes the dart. 

Tis this in Nelly pleases me, 
'Tis this cnchants my soul ; 

For absolutely in my breast 
She reigns without controuL 

» Tal lal de rdly kc. 



MISGBLLAKEOUS. 19 

mSCRIPTION TO THE MEMORY OF 
FERGUSSON. 

IIERE LIES ROBERT FERGUSSON, POET, 
Boni September öUi, 1751--I)icd, 16thOctober 1774. 



NO sculptur'd marble liere, nor pompous la;^, 
" -No storied urn nor animatcd bust/' 

This simple stone directs pale Scotia's way 
To pour her sorrows o'er her poet's dust. 
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THE CHEVALTER'S LAMENT. 



THE small birds rejoice in the green leaves returning, 
. The murmuring streamlet winds clear thro' the vale; 

The hawthorn trees blow in the dews of the morning, 
And wild scatter'd cowslips bedeck the green dale : 

But what can give pleasure, or what can seem fair, 
While the lingering momcnts are number'd by care ? 

No flowers gaily springiug, nor birds sweetly singing, 
Can soothe the sad bosom of joyless despair. 

The deed that I dar'd could it merit their malice, 
A king and a father to place on bis throne ? 

His right are these hüls and his right are these Valleys, 
Where the wild beasts find shelter, but I can find 
none. 

But 'tis not my sufFerings thus wretched, forlorn, 
My Brave gallant friends, 'tis your min I mourn ; 
Your deeds prov'd so loyal in bot bloody trial, 
Alas ! can I make you no sweeter return ! 



r^ 
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EPISTLE TO R. GRAHAM, ESQ. 



WHEN Nature her, great master-piece design'd, 
And fram'd her last, best work, the human mind. 
Her eye intent bn all the mazy plan, 

She formM of various parts the various man. 

> 

Then first she calls the nseful many forth ; 
Plaia plodding in^ustry, and sober worth : 
Thence peasante, farmers, native sons of earth, 
And merchandise' whole genus take their birth : 
Each prudent cit a warm existence finds, 
And all mechanics' many-apron'd kinds. 
Some other rarer sorts are wanted yet, 
The lead and buoy are needful to the nct ': 
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The Caput mortuvm of gross desircs 

Makes a material for mere knights and squires ; 

The niartial phosphorus is taught to flow, 

She kneads the lumpish philosophio dough, 

Then marks th' unyielding mass with grave designs, 

Law, physic, politics, and deep divines : 

Last, she sublimes th' Aurora of the poles, 

The flashing elements of fcmale souls. 

' The order'd System fair before her stood, 
Nature, well-pleas'd, pronounced it very good ; 
But ere she gave creating labour o'er, 
Half-jest, she txyd one curious labour more. 
Some spumy, fiery, ignisfatuus matter ; 
Such as the slightest breath of ^ might scatter; 
With arch:-alacrity and conscious glee 
(Nature may have her whim as well as we, 
Her Hogarth-art perhaps she meant to sbow it) 
She forms the thing, and christens it— a poet. 
Creature, tho' oft the prey of care. and sorrow, 
• When blest to-day unmindful of to-morrow, 
5 
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4 

A being form'd t' amuse hirgraver friends, 
Admir^d and prais'd— and there the homage ends : 
A mortal qu^te unfit fbr Fortune's strife, 
Yet oft the sport of all the ills of life ; 
Prone to enjoy each pleasure riches give, 
Yet haply wanting vrherewithal to live : 
Longing to wipe each tear, to heal each groan, 
Yet frequent all unheeded in his own. 

But honest Nature is not quite a Turk, 
Shelaugh'd at first, then feit for her poor work. 
Pitying the propless climber of mankind, 
She cast about a Standard tree to find ; 
And, to Support bis helpless woodbine State, 
Attach'd him to the generous truly great^ 
A title, and the only one I claim, 
To lay strong hold for help on bounteous Graham. 

Pity the tuneful muses' hapless train, 
Weaky timid landmen ou Life's stormy main ! 
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Thcir hearU no selfisli stem absoibent MaSf 
That never gives — tho' humbly takes enoug^ ; 
The little fat^ allow$y they share as soon, 
Unlike sage proverl/d Wisdom's haFd-wrung boon* 
The World yfere blest did bUee on them depend. 
Ab, that ^' the firiendly e'er ebould waolt a fiieod ! ^ 
Lct prudeoce number o'er each sturdy aon, 
Who life and ^vi8dom at one jace beguo, 
Who feel by reason and who give by ruie, 
(Instinct 's a bnite, and sentknent a iool !) 
>Vho make poor will do wait upion / should'^ 
>Vc own they're prudent; but whö feels they're good? 
Ye wisc oncs, hence ! ye hurt the social eye ! 
God's image rudely ctch'd on base alloy ! 
But conie ye who the godUke pleasure know, 
Heavcn's attribute distingviish'd^ — to ^estow ! 
Whosc arms of love would grasp the human race : 
Comfe thou who giv'st with all a courtier's grace ; 
Frknd of.my life, true patron of my rhymes ! 
Prop of my dearest hopes for future. .timee. 



kiSCELLANEOUS. 25 

Why sbrinks my seul half blusbing, half afraid, 

Backward, abash'd to ask thy friendly aid ? 

I know my need, I know thy giving hand, 

I crave thy friendship at thy kind command; 

But there are such who court the tuneful nine — 

HeavenSy should the branded character be mine ! 

Whose verse in manhood's pride sublimely flows, 

Yet vilest reptiles in their begging prose. 

Mark, how their lofty independent spirit 

Soar» on the spuming wing of injur'd merit ! 

Seek not the proofs in private life to find ; 

Pity the best of words should be but wind ! 

So, to heaven's gates the lark's shrill song ascends, 

But groveling on the earth the carol ends. 

In all the dam'rous cry of starving want, 

They dun benevolence with shameless front ; 

Oblige them, patronize their tinsel lays, 

They persecute you all your futufe days ! 

Ere my poor soul such deep damnation stain, 

My horny fist assume the plough again ; 

The pie-baird jacket let me patch once more ; 

On eigbteen-pence a week Fve liv'd befor«. . 
Vol. III. D 
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'1 hougb, thanks to Heaven, I dare even that last 

shift, 
I trust meantime my boon is ia thy gift : 
That plac'd by thee upon the wish'd-for height, 
Where, man and nature fairer in her sight, 
My muse may imp her wing for some sublimer 

flight*. 



} 



* Tliis is our Poet*s first epistle to Graham of Fintry. It is not 
equal to the sccoud; but it contains too much of the characteristic 
vigour of its author to be suppressed. A little more knowledge 
of natural history, or of chemistry, was wanted to enable him 
to exccute the original conception correctly. 
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fragm:ent, 

INSCRIBED TO TUE rIgIIT IION. C. J. FOJf. 



HOW wisdom and folly meet, mix, and unite ; 
How virtue and vice blend their black and their white ; 
How genius, th' illnstrious father of fiction, 
Confounds rule and law, reconciles contradiction— 
I sing : If these mortals, the critics, shquld bustlc, 
I care not, not I, let the critics go whistle. 

Bi^ now for a Patron, whose name and whose gloTy 
At once may illustrate and honour my story. 

Tbou first of our orators, first of our wits ; 
Yet whose parfs and acquirements seem mere lucky hits ; 
With knowledge so vast, and with judgment so strong, 
No man with the half of 'em e'er went far wrong ; 
With passions so potent, and fancies so bright, 
No man with the half of 'em e'er went quite right ; 
A sorry, poor misbegot son of the Muses, 
For using thy uame offers fifty excuses. 
D 2 
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Good L— d, what is man ! for as simple he lookt, 
Do but try to develop his hooks and his crooks ; 
With his* depths and his shallows, his good and his evil, 
All in all he 's a problem must puzzle the devil. 

On iiis oue ruling passt6n sir Pope hugely labours, 
That, like th' cid Hebrew walking-switch, eats up its 

neighbours : 
Mankind are his show-box— a friend, would you know 

him ? 
Pull the string, rulingpassion tbe picture will shew him. 
What pity in rearing so beauteous a System, 
One trifiing particulai", truth, should have miss'd him ; 
For, spite of his fine theoretic positions, 
Mankind is a science deiies definitions. 

* Some sort all cur qualities each to its tribe, 
And think human nature they truly describe ; 
Have you found this, or t'other? there's more in the 

wind, 
As by one drunken fellow his comrades you^ll find, 
But such is the flaw, or the depth of the plan, 
In Ihe make ofthat wonderful creature, calFd Man, ^ 
No two virtues, whatever relation they claim, 
Nor even tw'o different shades of Wie same, 
Though like as was evjer twin brother-to brother, 
Possessing the one shall imply you've tlie other. 
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TO DR. RLACKLOCK. 

Ellisland, 21st Oct. 1789. 

WOW, but your letter made me vauntie ! 
And are ye bale, and weel, and cantie ? 
I ken*d it still your wee bit jäuntie 

Wad bring ye to : 
Lord send you ay as weel 's I want ye, 

And then ye '11 do, 

The ill-thief blaw the Heron south f 
And uever drink be near bis droutb l 
He tald mygel by word o' mouth, 

He'd tak my letter; 
I lippen'd to the chiel in trouth, / ' 

And bade nae better. 

But aiblins honest Master Heron 
Had at the time some dainty fair one, 
To wäre bis theologic care on, 

And holy study ; 
And tir'd o' sauls tö waste his lear on, 

E*en tried the body *. 

* Mr. Heron, author of the History of Scotland, lately p«W- 
Htthed } and of rarlous other works. 
D 3 
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But what d'ye think, my trusty fier, 
I'm turn'd a gauger— Peace be here l 
Parnassian queens, I fear, I fear, 

Ye'll iu)w disdain me, 
And then my fifty pounds a year 

Will little gain me. 

Ye glaiket, gleesome, dainty damies, 
' Wlia byCastalia's wimplin streamies, 
Lowp, sing, and lave your pretty limbies, 

Ye ken, ye ken, 
That Strang necessity supreme is 

^ 'Mang 8ons o' men. 

I hae a wife and twa wee laddies, 

They mann hae brose and brats o' duddies ; 

Ye ken yoursels my hearf right proud is, 

I need na väunt, 
But rU sned besoms — thraw saugh woodies, 

Before they want. 

Lord help me thro' tbis warld o* care ! 
I'm weary sick o't late and air ! 
Not but I hae a richer share 

Than mony ithers ; 
But why should ae man better fare. 

And a' men brithers? 
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Come, Firm ResolvEi take tbou the vanK 
Thou stalk o' carl-hemp in Qian ! ^ 

And let us mind, faint heart ne'er wan 

A lady fair : 
Wha does the utmost that he cao, ^ 

^ Will wbyles do mair. 

But to conclude my silly rhyme, 

(Fm scant o' verse, and scant o' time,) 

Tb make a happy fire-side clime 

To weant and wife, 
That 's the true pathos and sublime 

Of human life. 

My compliments to sister Beckie; 
And eke the same to honest Lucky, 
I wat she is a dainty chuckie> 

As e'er tread clay ! 
And gratefoUy, my gude auld cockie, 

Vm yours for ay. ' 
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PROiiOGUE, 

SFOKEN AT THE THEATRE, ELLI$LAND, Olff 
NEW-YEAR-DAY EVENING. 



NÖ song npr dance I bring from yon great city 

That queens it o'er our t^ißte — the mbre's the pity: 

Thö', by the by, abroad why will you roam ? » 

Gbod sense aud taste are natives here at home : 

But not for panegyric I appear, 

I come to wish you all a good new year ! 

Old Father Time deputes me here before ye, 

Not for to preach, but teil bis simple story : 

The sage grave ancient cough'd, and bade me say, 

" You 're one year older this important day," 

If wiser ^oo— he hinted some Suggestion, 

But 'twould tee f ude, you know, to ask the question ; 

And with a would-be-roguish leer and wink, 

He bade me on you press this one word--"THiNK !" 

Ye sprightly youths, quite flush with hope and spirit, 
Who think to storm the world by dint of merit, 
To you the dotard has a deal to say. 
In bis sly, dry, sententious, proverb way ! 
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He bid« you rnihd, amid your thoughtless rattle, 
That the first blow is ever half the battle ; 
That tho' some by the skirt may try to snatch hini| 
Yet by the forelock is the hold to catch him; 
That whether doing, suflfering, or forbearing, 
You may do miracles by persevering. 

Last, tho' not least in love, ye youthful fair, 
Angellc forms, high Heaven's peculiar care ! 
To you cid Bald-pate smoothes his wrinkled brow. 
And humbly begs you '11 mind the important-^-KOV 1 
To crown your happiness fae asks your leave, 
And ofifers, bliss to give and to receive. 

For our sincere, tho' bafly weak endeavours^ 
With grateful pride we own your many favourt| 
And bowsoe'er our tongues may ill reveal ii» 
Believe pur glowing bosoms truly feel it 
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ELEGY ON THE LATE MISS BURNET 
OF MONBODDO. 



LIFE ne'er exulted in so rieh a prize, 
As Burnet lovely from her native skies ; 
Nor envious death so triumph'd in a blow, 
As that which laid th' accompli^h'd Bumet low. 

Thy form and mind, sweet maid, can I forgiet ? 

In riebest ore the brightest jewel set ! 

In thee, higb Heaven above was truest shown, 

As by bis i^oblest work the Godhead best is known. 

In vain ye flaunt iri summer's pride, ye groves ; 

Thou crystal streamlet with thy flowery shore, 
Ye woodland choir that chaunt your idle loves, 

Ye cease to charm — ;Eliza is no more i 

Ye heathy wastes immix'd with reedy fens ; 

Ye mossy streams, with sedge and rushes stor'd ; 
Ye rugged clifFs o'erhanging dreary glens, 

To you I fly, ye with my soul accord. 
6 
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Princes whose cumb'rous pride was all their worth, 
Shall venal lays their pompous exit hail ? 

And tliou, sweet excellence ! forsake our earth, 
And not a muse in honest grief bewail ? 

We saw thee shine in youth and beauty's pride, 
And yirtue's light that beams beyond the spheres ; 

But like the sun eclips!d at moming tide, 
Thoq left'st us darkling in a world of tears. 

The parent's heart that/nestled fond in thee, 
Tliat heart how sunk, a prey to grief and care : 

So deckt the woodbine sweet yon aged tree, 
So from it ravish'd, l«aves it bleak and bare. 
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IMITATION or AN OLD JACOBITE SONG. 



BY yon castle wa' at tbe close of tlie day, 
I heard a man sing, tho' bis head it was grey ; 
And as he was singing, the tears fast down came— 
There '11 never be peace 'tili Jamie comes bame. 

Tbe cburch is in ruins^ tbe State is in jars, 
DelusionSy oppressions, and nmrderous wars : 
We dare na' weel say't, but we ken wba's to blame*- 
There '11 never be peace 'tili Jamie comes bame.^ 

R?y seven braw sons for Jamie drew sword, 
And now I greet round their green beds in tbe yerd: 
^It brak the sweet beart o' my faitbfu' auld dame — 
There '11 never be peace 'tili Jamie comes bame. 

4 

Now life is a bürden that bows me down, 
Sin' I tint my baims, and be tint bis crown ; 
But 'tili my last moment my words are tbe same — 
There 'll-cever be peace 'tili Jamie comes bame. 
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trAR SONG. 

iceae — a field of battlc ; time of the day— ercning ; the wonndeel 
and dying of the victorious araiy are supposed to join in the 
foUowiiig Song. 

FAREWELL, thou fair day, thou green earth, and yc 
3kies 

Now gay with the bright setting sun ; 
Farewell loves and friendships, ye dear tender ties, 

Our race of existence is run ! 

Thou grim king of terrours, thou life's gloomy foe, 

Go, frighten the coward and slave ; 
Go, teach them to tremble, feil tyrant ! but kuow, 

No terrours hast thou to the brave ! 

Thou strik'st the dull peasant, he sinks in the dark, 

Nor saves e'en the wreck of a iiame ; 
Thou strik'st the young hero— a glorious mark ! 

He falls in the blaze of his fame ! 

In the field of proud honoup— our swords m our hands, 

Our King and our country to save— 
While victory shines on life's last ebbing saiids, 

! who would not rest with the brave ! 
Vou III. E 
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TKE RIGHTS OF WOMEN. 

An Occasional Address spoken by Miss Fönte nelle, 
on her Bencfii-night. 

\yHILE Europe's eye is fix'd on mighty things, 
The fate of enipires and the fall of kings ; 
While quacks of stale must each produce his plan, 
And even ehildren lisp the Rights of Man ; . 
Amid this mighty fufes just let nie m^tion, 
The Rights of Woman raerit some attention. 

First, in the sexes intermixed connexion, 
One sacred Right of Wpnian is protection,^^ 
The tender flower that lifts its head, elate, 
Helpless, must fall before the blasts of fate, 
Sunk on the earth, defac'd its lovely form, 
Unless your sbelter ward th' impending storm.-r- 

"Our second Right-— but needless bere is cautk)n, 
To keep that right inviolate's the fashion^ 
£ach man of sense has it so. füll before him, 
He 'd die before he *d wnuig it — ^'tis decorum,-^ 
There was, indeed, in far l^ss polish'd days, 
A time when ro\igh rüde man.had naughty ways; 
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Woiild swagger, swear, get drunk, kick up a riot, 
Nay even thus invade a lady's quiet — 
Now, thank our stars ! these Gothic times are fled ; 
Nqw, well-bred men^ — and you are all well-hred — 
Most justly think (and we are much tlie gainers) 
^Such conduct neither spirit, wit, nor manners. 

For Right the third, our last, our best, our dearest, 
That right to fluttering female hearts the nearest, 
Whicb even the Rights of Kings in low prostration 
Most humbly own — 'tis dcar, dear admiration ! 
In that blest sphere alonc we live and move ; 
Tbere taste that life of life — immortal love. — 
Smiles, glances, sighs, tears, fits, flirtations, airs, 
'GaiDSt such an host what üinty savage dares — 
When awful Beauty joins witli all her charms, 
Who is so rash as rise in rebel arms ? 

But truce with kings, and truce with constitutions, 
With bloody armaments and revolutions : 
Let Majesty your first attention summon, 
Äk! fa iraf tue Majestt or Woman I 



/ 



zS 
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ADDRESS, 



Spoken by Miss Fönten elle on her Bencfit-niglit, December 4, 
1795, at the Thcatre^ Dumfries. 



STILL anxious to secure your partial favour, 
And not less anxious, sure, this night than ever, 
A Prologue, Epilogue, or some such matter, 
^would vanip my bill, said I, if nothing better ; 
So, sought a Poet, roosted near the skies, 
Told him, I came to fcast my curious eyes ; 
Said, nothing like his works was ever printed ; 
And last, my Prologue-business slily hinted. 
*• Ma'am, let me teil you," quoth my man of rhymea» 
** I know your bent— these are no laughing times : 
** Can you — ^but, Miss, I own I have my fears, 
" Dissolve in pause — and sentimental tears — 
" With laden sighs.and solemn-rounded sentence, 
<' Rouse from his sluggish slumbers, feil Repentanoe ; 
*• Paint Vengeance as he takes his horrid stand, -j 
<* Waving on high the desolating brand, X 

" Calling the storms to bearhim o'er a guilty land ?" 3 
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I could no more — askance the creature eyeing, 
D'ye think, said I, tbis face was made for crying ? 
ril laugh, that's poz — nay more, the world shall know it ; 
And so, your servant ! gloomy Master Poet ! 



Firm as my creed, Sirs, 'tis my fix'd belief, 
That Misery 's another word for Grief : 
I also think — so may I be a bride ! 
That so much laugh ter, so much life enjoy'd. 



Thou man of crazy care and ceaseless sigh. 
Still under bleak Misfortune's blasting eye j 
Doom'd to that sorest task of man alive — 
To make three guineas do the work of five : 
Laugh in Misfortune's face — the beldam witch! 
Say, you '11 be merry, tho' you can't be rieh. 

Thou other man of care, the wretch in love, 
Who long with jiltish arts and airs hast strove; 
Who, as the. boughs all temptingly project, 
Measur'st in desperate thought — a rope — thy neck- 
Or, where the beetling cliff o'erhangs the deep, 
Peerest to meditate the healing leap : 
e3 
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Would'st thou be cur'd, thou sillj, mopiog elf ? 
Laugh at her follies — ^laugh e'en at thyself r 
Learn to despise those frowns now so terrific. 
And love a kinder — tbat's your grand specific. 

To sum up all, be meny, I advise ; 
And as we're raerry, may we still be wise. 
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SONGS. 



THE LEA AlG. 

WHEN o'er the bill the eastem star, 

Teils bughtin-time is near, my jo ; 
And owsen frae the furrov/d field, 

Retum sae dowf and weary O ; 
DowA by the burn, where scented birks 

Wi' dew are hanging clear, my jo, 
ril mect tbee on the lea-rig, 

My ain kind dearie O. 

In mirkest glen, at midnight honr, 

rd rove, and ne'er be eerie O, 
If thro' that glen I gaed to thee, 

My ain kind dearie O. 
Altho Ihe night were ne'er sae wild, 

And I were ne'er sae wearie O, 
l'd meet thee on the lea-rig, 

My ain kind dearie O. 
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The hunter lo'es the morning sun, 

To rouse the mountain deer, my jo ; 
Atiioon the fisher seeks the glen, 

Along the bum to steer, my jo ; 
Gie me the hour o' gloamin grey, 

It maks my heart sae cheery, O, 
To meet thee qn the lea-rig, 

My ain kind dearie, O. 



TO MARY. 

WILL yc go to the Indies, my Mary, 
And Icave auld Scotia's shore ? 

Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 
Across th' Atlantic's roar ? 

sweet grows the lime and the orange. 
And the apple on the pine ; 

But a' the charms o' the Indies, 
Can never equal thine. 

1 hae sworn by tlie Ileavens to my Älary, 

I hae sworn by the Heavens to be true ; 
And sae may the ileavens forget me, 
When I forget my vow ! 
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O pligbt me your faith, my Mary, 
And plight me your lily white band ; 

O plight me your faith, my Mary, 
Before I leave Scotia's Strand. 



We have plighted our troth, my Mary, 

In mutual afifectiou to join, 
And curst be the cause that shall part us ! 

Tbe bour, and Üle moment o' time ! * 



* Thit Song Mr. Thomson has not adopted in his collection. 
Jt deaerres^ however, to be preserved. E. 
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MY WirrS Ä JFIXSOME JFEE THING 



SHE is a winsome wce thingt 
She is a handsome wee tliing, 
She is a bonnie wee th ng, 
lliis sweet wee wife o' miue* 

I never saw a fairer, 

I never loe'd a dearer, 

And neist my heart TU wear her^ 

For fear my jewel tine. 

She fj a winsome wee thingt 
She is a handsome wee thing, 
She is a bonnie wee thing, 
Tbis sweet wee wife o* mine. 

The warld's wrack we share o't, 
. The warstle and the care o't ; 
Wi' her ril blythly bear it, 
And thiok my lot divine. 
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BONNIE LESLEr. 



O SAW ye bonnie Lesley 
As she gaed o'er the border ? 

She 's gane, like Alexander, 
To spread her conquests farther. 

To see her is to love her, 
And love but her for ever ; 

For Nature made her what she is, 
And ne'er made sie anither ! 

Thou art a queen, fair Lesley, 
Thy subjects we, before thee : 

Thou art divine, fair Lesley, 
The hearts o' men adore thee. 

The Deil he could na scaith tliee, 
Or aught that wad belang thee ; 

He 'd look into thy bonnie face, 
And say, <' I caona wrang thee.'' 
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The powers aboon will tent thee ; 

Misfortune sha'pa steer thee; 
Thou'rt like themselves sae lovely, 

That ill they'll ne'er let near thee« 

Return again, fair Lesley, 

Return to Caledonie ! 
That we may brag, we hae a lass 

There's naue again sae bonuie. 



HIGHLAND MARY. 

Tune^ * Kathakine Ogxb.' 

Y£ banks, and braes, and streams around, 

The Castle o' Montgomery, 
Green be your woods, and fair your flowers, 

Your waters never drumlie ! 
There simmer first unfald her robes, 

And there the langest tarry ; 
For there I took the last fareweel 

O' my sweet Highland Mary. 
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llow sweetly bloom*d the gay, green birk, 

IIow rkh the hawthoru's blossom ; 
As undemeath their fragrant sbade, 

I clasp'd her to my bosom ! 
The golden houre, on angel wings^ 

Flew o'er me and my dearie ; 
For dear to me, as light and life, 

Was my sweet Highland Mary. 

Wf mony a vow, and lockM embräce, 

Öur parting was fu' tender; 
And, pledging aft to meet agaiu> 

We tore oursels asunder s 
But Oh ! feil death's untimely frost> 

That nipt my flower sae early ! 
fJow green 's the sod, and cauld 's the clay> 

That wraps my Highland Mary ! 

pale, pale now, those rosy lips, 

I aft hae kiss'd sae fondly ! 
And clos'd for ay, the sparkling glance, 

That dwelt on me sae kindly ! 
And mouldering now in silent dust, 

Tliat heart that loe'd me dearly ! 
But still within my bosom's core, 

Shall live my Highland Mary. 
Vol. HL F ^ .. 
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AULD ROB MORRIS. 



TIIERE 's auld Rob Morris that wons in yoD gleD, 
He '» the king o' gude fellows and wale of auld men; 
IJe has gowd in bis coffers, he has owsen and kine. 
And ue bonie lassie, bis darling and mine. 

She 'b fresh as the morning, the fairest in May ; 
Ske's sweet as the-ev'ning amang the new hay ; 
As blythe and as artless as the lambs on the lea, 
And dear to my heart as the hght to my e'e. 

But Oh ! she 's an heiress, auld Robin 's a laird, 
And my daddie has nought but a cot-house and yard ^ 
A wooer like me maunna hope to come speed, 
The woundS'Pmust hide that will soon be my dead, 

The day comes to me, but delight brings me nane ; 
The night §bmes to me, but my rest it is gane : 
I wander my lane like a night-troubled ghaist, 
And I sigh as my heart it wad burst in my breast 
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0, had slie but been of lower degree, 
I then might hae hop'd she wad $mird upon nie ! 
0, how past descriving had th«n been my bliss, 
As now my distraction nö words can exprcss ! 



DUKCAK GUAV. 

DUXCAN GRAY caiiie here to v;o(», 

Ilüy ha, thc rvoüifig o'l, 
On blythe yule night wheii we werc iu', 

pa, ha, the wooing o*t, 
Maggie coost her head fu' higl^, 
Look'd asklent und unco skeigh, 
Gart poor Duncan stand abiegh ; 
Ha, ha, the wooing ot. 

Diulban fleech'd, and Duncan pray'd ; 

Ha, ha, kc. 
Meg was deaf as Ailsa Craig, 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Duncan sigh'd baith out and in, 
Grat his een baith bleer't and blin', 
Spak o' lowpin o'er a linn ;' 

Hoy ha, Ikc. 
- :. r 2 



Time and chance are but' a tidc, 

Hßt //flf, &c. 
Sli-^hted love is sair to bide, 

Ilttf /la, &c. 
Shall I, like a fool, quotli lic, 
For a haughty liizzie die; 
She may gae tb-— France tbr me ! 

IIa, ha, &c. 

How it comcs, let doctors teil, 

Ha, ha, See. . 
Meg grew sick — as he grew heal, 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Sometbing in her bosom wrings, 
For relief a sigh she brings ; 
And O; her een» they spak sie things ; 

Ha, ha, &c. 

Duncan was a lad o' grace, 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Maggie's was a piteous case, 

Hay ha, &c« 
Duncan could na be her death, 
Swelling pity smoor'd bis wrath ; 
Now they're crouse and canty baith. 

Ha, ha, tke wooing o't. 
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SONG. 



Tune, 'I HAD A noRSE.' 



O POORTITH cauld, antV restless love, 
Ye wreck my peace between ye ; 

Yet poortitli a* 1 could forgive, 
An' 'twere na' for my Jeanie. 

O why should fate sie pleasure have, 

■ Life's dearest bands untwining ? 

Or why sae sweet a flower as love, 
Depend on Fortune's shining ? 

Tili» warld's wealth when^ I tbmk on, 
It's pride, and a' the lave o't ; 

Fie, üe on silly coward man, 
That he should be the slave o*U 
why, hc. 



Her een sae bonie blue bctray, 
How she repays my passion ; 

But prudence is her ö'erword ay, 
She talks of rank and fashiori. 
Omlii/, kc. 
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O wha cAu prudence thii^ upon. 
And sie a lassie by bim ? 

O wba can prudence tbink upon. 
And sae in love as f am ? 
why, &c. 



How blast tbe bumble cotter's fate ! 

He wooes bis simple dearie ; 
Tbe silly bogles wealtb and State, 

Can never make tbem eerie. 
O wby sbould fate sie pleasure bave, 

Life's dearer bands untwining ! 
Or wby sae sweet a flower as love, 

Depend on Fortune's sbining ? 



i ■ 
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GALLA WA TER. 



THERE 'S braw braw lads, on Yarrow braet, 
Ye wander thro' the blooming hei^^er ; 

Bat Yarrow braes, nor Ettric shaws, 
Can match the lads o' Galla water« 

Btft there is ane, a secret ane^ 
Aboon them a' I loe him better ; 

And I '11 be bis, and he '11 be ininey 
The bonnie lad o' Galla water. 

Altho' bis daddie was nae laird, 
And tho' I hae nae meikle tocher ; 

Yet rieh in kindest, truest love, 

We'll tent our flocks by Galla water. 

It ne^er was wealth, it ne'er was wealth, 
That coft contentment, peace, or pleasure ; 

The bauds and bliss o' mutual loye, 
O that 's the chiefest warld's treasure ! 



SA xi^jfcrs' r^ULi; 



LORD GREGORT. 



O MIRKy mirk is this midnigbt bour^ 
Aiid loud the t^mpest's roar; 

A waefi/ Wanderer seeks thy tower, 
ix^rd Gregory ope thy door. 

An cxile frae her fiather'ß ha\ 

And a' for loving thee ; 
AI U'/dbi Botac pily on me shaw^ 

Jf /c/tv it may oa be. 

I/jrd Gregory, miiid'st thou not the |rove, 

By bonic Irwine-side 
Wlnjre first I own'd that virgin-love 

1 iungy lang had deuied- 

IIow aften didst thou pledge and vow> 

Thou wad for uy be mine ; 
Aiid my Ibnd heart, itsel sae true, 

U ne*cr nüßtrusted thiiie.. 
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Hard is thy Learty Lord Gregory, 

And fiinty is thy breast : 
Thüu dart of heav'n that flashest by, 

O wilt thou give me rest ! 

Ye mustering thunders from above, 

Your willing victim see ! 
But spare, and pardon my fause love, 

His wrangs to heaven and me ! 



MARY MORISON. 

' Tune, 'Bise ye yet.* 



MARY, at thy window be, 

It is the wish'd, the trysted hour 5 
Those smiles and glances let me see, 

That make the miser's treasure poor : 
How blythly wad I bide the stoure, 

A weary slave frae sun to sun ; 
Could I the rieh reward secure, 

The lovely Mary Morison. 



KURKS POEMS; 

Yeslrecn when to the trembling string, 

The dance gaed thro' the lighted ha', 
To thee my faiicy took its wiiig, 

I sat, but neither heard or saw : 
Tho' this was fair, and that was braw. 

And you the toast of a' the town, 
I sigh'd, and said amang them a', 

" Ye are na Mary Morison." 



O Mary, canst thou wreck his pcacc, 

Wha for thy sake wad gladly 4ie ! 
Or canst thou break that heart of his, 

Whase only faut is loving thee. 
If love for love thou wilt na gie, 

At least be pity to me shown ! 
A thought ungentle canna be 

The thought o' Mary Morison. 
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JFANDERING WILLIE. 



HERE awa, there awa, waudering Willie, 
Now tired wilh wandering, liaud awa hamc ; 

Come to my bosora niy ae only dearie, 
And teil me thou bring'st me my Willie the same* 

Loud blcw the cauld winter winds at our parting ; 

It was na the blast brought the tear in my e'e : 
Now welcome the simmer, and welcome my Willie, 

The simmer to nature, my Willie to me. 

Ye hurricanes, rest in the cave o' your slumbers, 
O how your yiWd horrours a lover alarms : 

Awaken ye breezes, row gently ye billows, 

And waft my dear laddie ance mair to my arms. 

But if he 's forgotten his faithfullest Nanie, 

O still flow between us, thou wide roar ng main ; 

May I never see it, may I never trow it, 
But dying belfeve that ^ly Willie's my ain I 



4 
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THE SAME, . 
As altered by Mr. Erskine and Mr. Thomson. 

HERE awa, there awä, wandering Willie, 
Here awa, there axoa, haud awa hame, 

Come to my bosom my ain only dearie, 

Teil me thou bring'st me my Willie the same» 

Winter-tioinds blewloud and caul at our parling, 
Fearsfor my Willie hrought tears in my eV, 

Welcome no^y simmer, and welcome my Willie, 
As simmer to nature, so Willie to me. 

IXest ye willd storms in the cave o' your slumbers, 
How your dread hcmling a lover alarms ! 

BlotD soft ye breezes ! roll gently ye billows ! 
And waft my deär laddie ance mair to my armSi 

hnt oh ifhe*sfaithl€SSy and minds na bis Nanie, 
Flow still between us thou dark-heaving main ! 

May I never see it, may I never trow it, 

White dying I think that my Willie 'smy ain% 



mmmmmß 



SONGS» rßl 



Our Poeff xoith Ms umal judgment^ adopted some of 
tkese alterations, and rejtcted otkers* The last 
edition is asfoUows : 

HERR awa, there awa, wandering Willie, 
Here awa, there awa, haud awa harne ; 
Come to my bosom my ain only dearie, 
Teil me thou bring'^t me my Willie the same. 

Winter-winds blew loud and cauld at our parting, 
Fears for my Willie brought tears in my e'e, 
Welcome now simmer, and welcome my Willie, 
The simmer to nature, my Willie to me. 

Best, ye wild storms, in the caveVf your slumbers, 
How your dread howling a lover alarms ! 
Wauken ye breezes, row gently ye billows. 
And wäft my dear laddie ance m^ to my arms. 

But oh, if he 's faithless, and minds na his Nanle^ 
Flow still between us thou wide-roaring main ; 
May I never see it, may I never trow it, 
But, dying, believe that my Willie 's my ain. 
Vol. III. G 
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OPEN THE XX)OR TO ME, OH! 

WITH ALTERATIOKS. 

OH, open tbe door, some pity to shew, 

Oh, opcn the door to me, Oh, 
Tho' thou hast been false, I'll ever prove tnie, 

Oh, open the door to me, Oh. 

Cauld is the blast upon my pale cheek, 

But caulder thy love for me, Oh : 
The frost tbat freezes the life at my heart, 

f s uought to my pains frae thee. Oh. 

The, wan moon is setting behind the >vhite wavc, 

And time is settißg with me, Oh : 
False friends, false loye, farewell ! for mair 

rU ne'er troable them, nor thfee. Oh. 

She has opInM the door, she has open'd it wide^ 
She sees bis pale corse on tbe piain, Oh : 

INIy true love, she cried, and sank down by bis «d 
Never to rise again, Oh» 
9 



^ 



• OVOI. .^3 



JESSIE. 

Tune« ' BoNxz Dundbb/ 

hearted was he, the sad swain o' the Yarrow, 
fair are the maids on the banks o' the Ayr, 
the sweet side o' the Nith's winding river, 
lovers ;as faithful, and maidens as fair : 
al young JsstXE seek Scotland all over ; 
quäl yoviiig.^S8si£ you seek it in vain ; 
beautjF» aüd Wegancefetter her lover. 



(anceieti 
iymSiei i 



maidenly mode$tymM the chain, 



b 18 the rose in the gay, dewy moming, 
sweet is the li)y at evening close ; 
the fair presence o' lovely young Jxssiit 
;en is the lily, unheeded the rose. 
its in her smile, a wizard ensnaring ; 
ironM in her een he delivcrs his law : 
ill to her charms she alone is a stranger I 
modcst demeanour 's the jcwel of a'. 
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WHEN WILD WAKS DEJDLY BLA 
WAS BLAWN. 

Axt, <TbB MXLL MILZ. O.' 

WHEN wild war's deadly blast was blawD, 

And gentle peace returning, • 
\Vi' mony a sweet babe fatherless, 

And mony a widow mourning. 

I left the lines and tented field, 

Where lang l'd been a lodger, 
My humble knapsack a' my wealth^ 

A poor and honest sodger« 

A leal, light heart was in my breast, 

My band unstainM wi' plunder ; 
And for fair Scotia, harne again, 

I cheery on did wander. 

♦ 
I thought upon the banks o' Coil, 

I thought upon my Nancy, 
I thought upon the witching smile 

That caught my youthful fancy ; 



SONG S. Cf 

At length I reach'd the bonny glen, 

Where early life I sported ; 
I pass'd the tnill, and tryeting thorn, 

Wliere Nancy aft I coorted : 
Wha spied I but niy ain dear maid, 

Down by her mother's dwelling ! 
And turn'd nie round to hide the flood 

That in my een was swelling. 

Wi' alter'd voice, quoth I, sweet lass, 

Sweet as yon hawtbom's blossofti^ 
O ! happy, happy may he be, 

That 's dearest to thy bosom : 
Aly purse is light, Tve far to gang. 

And fain wad be thy lodger ; 
Pve serv'd my king and country lang, 

Take pity on a sodger. 

Sae wistfuUy she gaz'd on me, 

And lovelier was than ever : 
Quo' she, a sodger ance I lo'ed, 

Forget him shall 1 never : 
Dur humble cot, and hamely fare, 

Ye freely shall partake it, 
That gallant badge, the dear cockade,. 

Ye're welcome for the sake 6't. 
o 3 
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She ga25'd — she redden'd like a rose — 

Syne pale like ony lily ; 
She sank within my arms and cried, 

Art thou my ain dear Willie ? 
By him who made von sun and sky — 

By whom true love 's regarded, 
J «am the man ; and thus may still 

True lovers be rewarded. 

The wars are o'er, and I 'm come harne, 

And find thee still true-hearted ; 
Tho' poor in gear, we 're rieh in love, 

And mair we'se ne'er be parted. 
^Quo' she, my grandsire left me gowd, 

A mailin plenish'd fairly ; 
And come, my faithful sodger lad, 

Thou 'rt welcome to it dearly ! 

For gold the merchant ploiighs the ihain, 

The farmer ploughs the manor ; 
But glory is the sodger's prize, 

The sodger's wealth is honor ; 
The brave poor sodger he'er despise, 
Nor count him as a stranger, 
•*':^llemember he 's bis country's stay 
•" In day and hour of danger. 




S O K O S 



MEG 0' THE MILL. 

Air^ 'O BONXB LA881 WILL TOV LIB IN A BARRACK?' 

KEN ye what Meg o' the Mill has gotten, 
An' ken ye what Meg o' the Mill has gotten ? 
She has gotten a-coof wi' a claute o' silier, 
And broken the heart o* the barley Miller, 

The Miller was strappin, the Miller was ruddy ; 
A heart like a lord and a hue like a la<jly : 
The laird was a widdiefu', bleerit knurl; 
She 's left the gude fellow and taen the churL 



The Miller he hecht her, a heart leal and loving : 
• The Laird did address her wi' matter mair moving, 
A fine pacing horse wi' a clear chained bridle, 
A whip by her sidc, and a bonie side-saddle. 

O wae on the silier, it is sae prevailing ; 
And wae on the love that 's fix'd on a mailin ! 
A tocher's nae word in a true lover's parle, 
But, gie me my love, and a Hg for the warl ! 




BÜBNr BOKMS; 

SONG. 
Ttme> ' LiüOEEAM coib.* 

BLYTHE bae I been on yon hill, 

As the lambs before me ; 
Careless ilka thought and free, 

As tbe breeze flew o'er nie : 
Now nae langer sport and play^ 

Mirth or sang can pl^ase me ; 
Lesley is sae fair and coy, 

Care and anguish seize me. 

Heavy, heavy is the task, 
Hopeless love declaring : 

Trembling, I dow nocfat but glowr, 
Sighiiig, dumb, despairmg I 

If she winna ease tbe thraws^ 
In my bosom swelling ; 

Underneatfa the graM*green sod, 
* SooQ maun be my dweUing. 
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SO JV G. 
Tune, * LooAN watsb/ 



LOGAN, sweetly didst thou glide, 
That day 1 was niy Willie's bride ; 
And years smsyne has o'er us run, 
Like Logan to the simmer sun. 
But now thy fipw'ry banks appear 
like drumlie winter, dark and drear, 
While my dear lad maun face bis faes» 
Far, far frae me and Logan braes. 

Again the merry month o' May, 

Has made our hüls and Valleys gay; 

The birds rejoice in leafy bowers, 

The bees hum round the br^athing flowers ; 

Blythe moming lifts his rosy eye, 

And evening's tears are tcars of joy : 

My soul, delightless, a' surveys, 

While Willie 's far frae Logan braea. 
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Within yon milk-white hawtbom bush, 
Amang her nestlings sits tbo thrush ; 
Her faithfii' mate will share her toil, 
Or wi' his song her cares beguile : 
But I wi' my sweet nurslings here, 
Nae mate to help, nae mate to cheer, 
Pass widow'd nights and joyless days, 
While Willie 's far frae Logan braes. 



O wae upon you, men o* State, 
That brethren rouse to deadly hate ! 
As ye make mony a fbnd heart moum, 
Sae may it on your heads retum ! 
How can your flinty hearts enjoy, 
The widow's tears, the orplian's cry; 
But soon may peacc bring happy days 
And Willie bame to Logan braes ! 
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FRAGMENT, IN WITHERSPOON'S COL- 
LECTION OF SCOTS SONGS. 

Air, * Hu6Hi£ Graham.' 

** O GIN my love Vere yon red rose, 
" That grows upon the Castle wa', 

" And I mysel' a drap o' dew, 
" Into her bonie breast to fa' ! 

" Oh, there beyond expression blest, 
^ Fd feast on beauty a' thc night; 

" Seal'd on her silk-saft faülds to rest, 
« Till fley'd awa by Phebus' light/' ^ 

* O were my love yon Ijfipic fair, 

Wi' purple blosaoms to the sprmg ; 
And I, a bird to shelter there, 
Wheu wearied on my Utile wing J 

How I wad mourn, when it was tom 
By autümn wild, and winter rüde ! 

But 1 wad sing on wanton wing, 

When yonthfu' May its bloom rcnew'd.* 

* These stanzas were added by Bun». 



7S BURNS* POEMS ; 



BONIE JEAN. 



THEEIB was a lass, and she was fair, 
' At kirk and market to be seen, * 
When a' the fairest maids were met, 
The fairest maid was bonie Jean. 

And ay she wrougbt her mammie's wark, 
And ay she sang sae merrilie ; 

The blythest bird upon the bush 
Had ne'er a lighter heart than she. 

But hawks will rob the tender joys 
That bless the little lintwhite's nest; 

And frost will blight the fairest flowers. 
And love will break the soundest rest. 

Young Robie was the brawest lad, 
The flower and pride of sl the glen ; 

And he had owsen, sheep, and, kye. 
And wahton nagies nine or ten. 
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He gaed wi' Jeanie tö the trystc, 
He danr/d vn* Jeanie on the down; 

And lang e'er witless Jeanie wist, 
Her heärt n^as tint, h^r peace \m8 sto^n, 

As in the bosoib d* the streäni) 
The moori-beam d^ells at dewy c'en ; 

So trerobüng, pure, waÄ teiider love 
Within the bteaBt o' bonie Jean. 

' And now fihe>örk5 h)?r mattihii^'6 vfärkf 
And ay ehe si^8 iA' carä' ähd htini 
Yet wist na what heT ail might be, 
Or what wad mak bisTweel again. 

Büt did na jeanie's heart loup light, 

And di^ na joy blink in her e'e^ 
As Robie tauld a tale o' love 

Ae e'enin on the lily lea ? 

The sua was sinking in the west, 
The birds sang sweet in ilka grove ; 

His cheek to her's he fondly prest, 
And whisper'd thus his tale o' love : 

Vol. IIL H 
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O Jeanie £sir, I loe tLee deax; 

O caflst dbou timik to hncj lae ! 
Or vilt Uxm lesve tbj mammie's cx>t. 

And leam to teot die£uiiis wi'ine? 

» 

At bam or byre theo slnlt na dmdg^ 

Or naething eke to trouble fhee ; 

But stray amasg the heather-bells. 

And tent the waviog com wi' me. • 

How what coold artleas Jeanie do ? 

Sbe had oa will to say him na : 
At length sbe blusb'd a sweet consent. 

And love was ay between tbem twa. 
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PIIILLIS THE FAIR. 

Tune, 'lloBiN Adaiu.* 



WHILE larks with little wing, 

Fann'd the pure air, 
Tasting the breathing spring, 

Forth I did fare : 
Gay the sun's golden §ye, - 
Peep'd o'er the mountains high ; 
Such thy morn ! did I cry, 

Phillis the fair. 

In each bird's careless^ song, 

Glad, I did share ; 
While yon wild flowers among, 

Chance led me there : 
Sweet to the opening day, 
Rosebuds bent the dewy spray ; 
Such thy bloom, did I say, ' 

Phillis the fair. 

^ 2 
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BURNS' POEMS-, 




Down in a shady walk. 




Doves cooing were, 
I mark'd the cruel hawk 




Caught in a snare : 
So kind may Fortune bc, 
Such make bis destiny ! 
He who would injure thee, 

Phillis the fair. 




SONG. 


To the same Tunc. 



HAD I a caveon some wild, distant shore, 
Where the winds howl to tbe waveB' dashiqg roar : 
There would I weep my woes, 
There seek my lost repose, 
'Till grief my eyes slflpold clQjBe, 
Ne'er to wake more» 

Falsest of womankind, canst thou decl«r0» 
All thy fond plighted vows-^fteetUiig i(^:air! 
To thy new lover hie, 
Liugh o'er thy perjury, 
Then in thy bosom try, 

What peace is there ! . 



^. 
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SONG. 

Tone, 'Allan wate»/ 



BY Allan-stream I chanc'd to rove, 

While Phabus sank beyond Beiileddi*; 
The winds were whispering thro' the grove^ ^ 

The yellow com was waving ready : ^gitt . ^^ 

I listen^d to a lover's sang^ ■; ' v-^ 

-And thought on youthfu' pleasures mony)] 
And ay. the wild-wood echoes rang — \? 

O, dearly do I lö'e thee,. Annie. . 



O, happy be tbe woodbine bower, 

Nae nighily bogle make it eerie ;. 
Nor ever sorrow stain the hour, 

The place and time I met liiy dearie 1, 
Her head upon my throbbirig breast, 

She, sinking, said, " Tm tbine for ever !" • 
While mony a kiss the seal imprest, 

The sacred vow, we ne'er should sever. 

* Amottutain vrest of Strath-Allan, 3009 feet high. 
H 3 
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The haunt o' spring's, the primrose brae, 

The simmer joys the flocks to foUow ; 
How cheeiy, thro' her shortening d^, 

Is autumn in her weeds o' yellow ; 
But can they melt the glowing heart, 

Or chaiu the soul in ^peecbJess pleasure, 
Or thro' each nerve the rapture dart, 

Like meeting her, our bosom's treasure ? 



% WEr/Ärjur, and fll comb to you, 

MY LAD. 

O WHISTLE, and TU come to you, my lad ; 
O whistle, and Fll oome to you, my lad : 
llio' father and mither and a' should gae mad, 
O whistle, and Fll come to you, my lad. 

But warily tent, when ye come to court me, 
And come nae unless the back-yett be a-jee ; 
Syne up the back-style and let nae body see^ 
And come as ye were na comin to me^. 
And come, &c. 

O wkisthj 4*0* 



S N Q s» 7i9 

At kirk, or at market whene'er ye meet me, 
Gang by me as tho' that ye car'd nae a flie ; 
But steal me a blink o' your bopie black e'e, 
Yet look as yo were na Ipokin at ose. 
Yet look, &C0 

wkistk^ SfC. 



Ay vow and protest that ye care na for me> 
And whiles ye may ligjitly my beauty a wee ; 
But court nae anither, tho* jokin ye be, 
For fear that ehe wyle your fancy frae me* 
For fear, &c. 



whistUy S^c, 
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SONG. 

Tone« * fHE MucKiN o' Geobdib's btbb.' 

ADOWN winding Nith I did wander, 
To mark thc sweet flowers as they spring 3 

Adown winding Nitb I did wander, 
Of PhilKs to ihuse and to sing. 

cnoBUS. 
jiwa wi' your helles and your heauties, 

They never wi' her can compare: 
Whaever has met wi * my Pkillis, 

Has met m ' the queen o* tliefair. 

The daisy amus'd my fond fancy, 

So artless, so simple, so wild ; 
Thou emblem» said I, o' my Phillis^ 

For she is simplicit/s cbild. 
Awa, SfC, 

The rose-bud's the blush o* my charmer, 
Her sweet balmy lip when 'tis prest : 

How fair and how pure is the lily, 
But fairer and purer her breast. 



/ 

Yon knot of gay flowers in the arbour, 
They ne'er wi' my Phülis can vie : 

Her breath is the breath o' the woodbine, 
Its dew-drop o' diaitiond, her eye. 



Her voice is the tong of the inorning 
That w^es thro' the gre^Tsproadipg gtOY9, 

Wben Phoebus peeps over the monntaiiis, 
On mysic, and pleasure, aud love.. . 

But heauty how fraii and'how fleetingy 
The bloom of a fine summer's day ! 

While worth in the mind o' my Phillis 
Will flovkri^h without a decay. 



Awa^ ^c. 



£umxs FOExs ; 
SONG. 

Air, * Cauld K&il.' 

COME, le^ me take thee to my breast. 

And f^ec^ we ne'er «hall sonder; 
Aod I sball spum as vilest dust 

The warld's wealtb and grandeur ; 
And do I bear my Jeanie oWn, 

Tbat equal transports move her ? 
I ask for dearest life alone 

That I may lÄ^ to love her. 



Thus in my »rms, wi' a' thy cbarms, 

I clasp my countless treasure ; 
ril seek nae mair o' beaven to share, 

Tban sie a moment^s pleasure : 
And by thy een, sae hönie blue, 

I swear Vm tbine for ever ! 
And on thy ups I seal my vow, 

And break it sball I Qever. 
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DAINTY DAVIE. 



NOW rosy May comes in wi' flqwers, 
To deck her gay, green «preading bowers ; 
And now comes in my happy hourB, 
To wander wi' my Davie. 



CHORUS^. 

Meet me on the warlock knoioe^ 
Dainty Davie; dainiy Dacie^ 

There I*U spend the daywi* yoUy 
My ain dear dainty Davk. 



The crystal w^terp round us fa*, 
The merry birds are lovers a', 
The scented breezes round us blaw, 
A wandering wi* my Davie. 

Mttt me, SfC. 
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When purple morning Starts the hare> 
To steal upon her eärly fare, 
Then thro' the dews I will repair, 
To meet my.faithfu' Dävie. 



When day, expiring in the west, 
The curtaiii draws ö* natüre*s reifj 
I flee taiiifli anhs I loe best, 
And that's iny ain 'iew Dävie. 



CHOUUS. 

Meet me oH fkt iarlock kmmty 
Bonie Dwcie^ detmty Davie, 

There rU spend the dq^ wi' ymii 
My ain dear dainty Divok* 
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SONG. 
Tune, ' Ojiav-oaoil.' 



BEHOLD the hour, the boat arrive ; 

Thou goest, thou darling of my heart: 
Sever'd fronTthee can I survive, 

But fate has wilFd, and we must part. 
I'll often greet this surging swell, 

Yon distant isle will often hail : 
•* E'en here, I took the last farewell ; 

*' There latell mark'd hef vanish'd sail." 



Along the solitary shoFe, 

Wbile fl,itting sea-fowl round me cry, 
Across the rolling, dashing roar 

I'll westward turn my wistful eye : 
Happy, thou Indian grove> TU say, 

Where now my Nancy's path may be ! 
Wbile thro' thy sweets she loves to stray, 

O, teil me, does she muse on me ! 
Vol. Iir. I 
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SONG. 



THOU hast left me ever, Jamie, Thon bast left me evef, 
Tbou hast left me ever,- Jamie, Thon hast left me ever. 
Aften hast thou vow^d that death, Only^faould oss^ver, 
Kow thou 's left thy läse for ay — I maun see thee never, 
Jamie, 
rU see thee never. 



Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, Thou hast me forsaken : 
Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie; Thou hast me forsaken» 
Thou canst love anither jo, While my heart is breaking: 
Soon my weary een TU close^-Never matr to«wake% 
Jamie, 
Ne'er mair to waken. 



SONGS* 




AULD LANG SYNE. 



SHOULD auld acquaintance be forgot, 
' And never brought to min' } 
Shoold auld acquaintance be forgot» 
And days o' lang syne ? 

CHORUS. 

For auld lang si/nCf my dear^ 

For auld lang si/ne^ 
We*ü take a iup o' kindness ycf, 

For auld lang aynt. 



We twae hae run about the braes, 
And put't the gowans fine ; 

But we 've wandered liiony a weary foot 
Sin auld lang syne. 



For auldf SfC. 
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We twae liafe paidlet i* ibe bum, 

Frae momiu sun tili dine : 
But seas between us braid hae roar d. 

Sin auld lang syne. 

Tar auldy Src, 

And here's a band, my Irusty fiere, 

And gie's a band o' thine ; 
And we '11 tak a riglit gude ^illie-waugbt^ 

For auld lang syne. 

For autdj S^c, 

And surely ye '11 be your pint-stowp, 

And surely I '11 be mine ; 
And we'll tak a cup o' kipdness yet, 

For auld lang syne. 

Tor auldy ^c. 
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BANNOCK'BURN. 

ROBERT BRUQE's ADI^RESS TO HIS ARMT. 



SCOTS, wha hae wi' Wallace bled; 
Scots, 'wham Bruce bas aften led ; 
Welcome to your gory bed, 
Or to glorious victorie. 

NoVs tbe day, and now*s the hour ; 
See tbe front o' battle lour ; 
See approacb pioud Ed ward's power- 
Edward ! chains and slaverie ! 

Wha will be a traitor knave ^ 
Wha can fill a coward's grave ? 
"Wha sae base as be a slave ? 

Traitor ! coward ! tum and flee ! 

4 
Wha for Scotland's king and law 
Freedom's sword will strongly draw,, 
Free-man stand, or free-man faV 

Caledonian ! on wi' me ! 
13 
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By oppression's woes and pains ! 
By your sons in servile chains ! 
We will drain our dearest Teins, 
But they shall be — shall be freeJ 

Lay the proud usurpera low ! 
Ty ran ts. fall in every foe ; 
Libert/s in every blow ! ,^ 

Förward ! let us do, or die ! 



FAIR JENNY. 
Tune, * Saw ye my fatber ?* 

WIIERE are the joys 1 have met in thc morning, 
That danc'd to the lark's early song ? 

Where is the peace that awaited my wand'ring, 
At evening the wild-woods among ? 

No more a ^wteding the course of yon river, 
And marking sweet flowrets so fair ? 

No more I trace the light footsteps of pleasure, 
But sorrow and sad-sighing care. 
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Is it that Summer 's forsaken our Valleys» 

And grim, surly winter is near ? 
No, no, the bees hummiiig round the gay roses, 

Proclaim U tbe pride of the year. 

Fiün would I hide» 'what I fear to discover, 
Yet long, long too well have I known : 

All that has caused this wreck in my bosom^ 
Is Jenny, fafr Jenny alone. 

Time cannot aid me, my griefs are immortal» 

Nor hope dare a comfort bestow : 
Come tben, enamou/d and fond of my anguisb, 

Enjoyment 1 '11 seek in my woe. 



SONG. 

Tone, < The collzeb's DOCBTim.' 



DELUDED swain, thc pleasure 
The fickle Fair canr give thce, 

Is but a fairy treasure, 
Thy hopes will soon deceive thee, 

The billows on the oceax^ 
The breezes idly roaming^ 

The clouds uncertain inotion, 
They are but types of woman. 

O ! art tbou not ashamed, 
To doat upon a feature ? 

If man tbou wouldst be named, 
Despise the silly creature. 

Go, find an honest fellow ; 

Gobd claret set before thee ; 
Hold on tili thou art mellow^ 

And then to bed in glory» 
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SONG. 

Tunc, * The «vaker's wifi.' 



THINE am I, niy faithful fair, 
Thine, my lovely Nancy ; 

Ev'ry pulse along my veins, 
EvVy roving fancy. 

To thy bosom lay my heart, 
There to throb and langubh : 

Tho' despair had wrung its core, 
Tbät would heal its anguish. 

Take away these rosy lips^ 
Rieh with balmy treasure : 

Tum away thine eyes of love, 
Lest I die with pleasure. 

What is life when wanting love ? 

Night without a moming : 
Love 's the cloudless summer sun^ 

Nature gay adoming. 



9* 



SONG. 
Tune« ' Ja Jantt.* 



IIUSBAND, husbadd, cease jour strifei 

Nor longer idly rave, sir ; 
Tho' I am your wedded wifc, 

Yet I am not your slave» sir* 

** One of two ranist still obey, 

" Nancy, Nancy, 
'< Is it man or woraan, say, 

" My spouse, Nancy >" 

If'tis still the lordly word, 
' ^Service and ^bedience ; 
Fll desert my sov'reign lord, 
And so, good b'ye allegiance ! 

** Sad will I be, so bereft, 

" Nancy, Nancy,- 
«. Yet ril tiy to makc a shift, 

" My spouse, Nancy/' 



My poor heart then break it must, 
My last hour Tm iiear it : 

When you lay nie in the dust, 
Think, think how you will bear il. 

" I will hope and trust in' Heaven, 

" -Nancy, Niincy; 
" Strength to bear it will be given, 

" My spouse, Nancy." 

Well, sir, from the silent dead, 
Still i'll try to daimt you^; 

Ever round your midnigtit bed 
Horrid sprites shall hawit you. 

" ril wed another^ ÜK© my deaj^, 

" Nancy, Nancy ; 
« Then all hell wyll fly for fe*r, 

** My spouae, Nancy/' 



g6 %VM.t»' roKMS; 

SO S^G. 

Mr, ' The sütox's dochtxr.' 



WILT thou be my dearie : 

When sorrpw wrings thy gentle heart, 

Wilt thou let me cheer thee : 

By the treasure of my soul, 

That 's the love I bear thee ! 

I swear and vow that only thou 

Shall ever be my dearie. 

Only thou, I swear and vow, 

Shall «ver be my dearie. 

Kassie, say thou lo'es me ; 
Cr if thou wilt na be my ain» 
Say na thou'lt refuse me : 
If it winna, canna be, 
Thou, for thine may chuse me, 
Let me, lassie, quickly die, 
Trusting that thou lo'es me. 
Lassie let me quickly die, 
Trusting that tho« lo'es me. 
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BANKS OF CREE. 



HERB is the glen, and here the bower, 
AU uD^erQ^ath the birchen shade ; 

The village-bell hüs told the hour, 
O what can stay my loyely maid ? ; 

Tis not Maria's whispering call ; 

'Tis but the balmy-breathitjg gale ; 
Mixt with some warbler's dying fall' 

The dewy «tar of eve to hail. 

It is Maria's voice I hear ! : 
So calls the woodlark in the grove, 

His little, faithful Qiate to cheer, 
At once 'tis music — and 'tis lo\'e. 

And art thou come ! and art thou true 
O welcome dear to love and me ! 

And let us all our vows renew, 
AloDg the flowery banks of Cree. 

Vol. III, K 
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VERSES TO A YOUm LADY, JVITH A 
PRESENT OF SONGS. 



HERE, where tlie Scottish muse immortal Ih'es, 
In sacred strains and tüneful nurobers join'd, 

Accept the gift ; tho' humble he who gives. 
Rieh is the tribute of the grateful mind. 

So may no ruffian feeling in thy breast, 
Discordant jar thy bosom-chords amoug ; 

But peace attune thy gentle soul to rest, 
Or love extatic wake his seraph song. 

Or pity's notes, in luxury of tears, 

As modest want the tale of woe reveals ; 

While conscious virtue all the strain endears, 
And heaven-born piety her sanction seals. 



S O N G 3, 1)1) 

ONy THE SEAS AND TAIIAIVAY. 
Tune, ' 0*ER tue uills/ kc. 



HOW can my poor heart be glad, 
Wheii absent from my sailor lad ; 
How can I the tliought forego, 
He 's on the seas to meet the foe : 
Let me wander, let me rove, 
Still my heart is with my love ; 
Nightly dreams and thoughts by d;^ 
Are with him that's far away. 

CHORUS, 

On ihe seas and far atpay* 
On stormy seas and far away ; 
Nightly dreams and thoughts by day 
Are ay xvith him that 's far away, 

When in summer's noon I faint, 
As weary flocks around me pant, 
Haply in this scorching sun 
My sailor 's thund'ring at his gun : 
BuUets, spare my only joy ! 
Bullets, spare my darling boy ! 
K 2 
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Fate do with me what you may, 
Spare but bim tbat 's far a^^ay ! 
On the seasy SfC. 

At the starless midnigbt hour, 
When winter rules with boundless power ; 
As the storms the forest tear, 
And thunders rend the howling air, 
Listening to the doubling roar, 
Surging on the rocky shore, 
All I can — I weep and pray, 
For bis weal that 's far away. 
On the seaSf ^.e. 

Peace thy olive wand extend, 
And bid wild war hifi ravage end, 
Man yfith brother man to meet. 
And as a brother kindly greet : 
Then may heaven witf» prosp'rous gales, 
Fill my sailor s welcome sails, 
To my arms their Charge convey, 
jMy dear lad that 's far away. 
On the seaSy SfC. 

!>"• • 



.... 

SONG. 

Tune, ' Ca* the yowes to tue knoi^es/ 

CHORUS. 

Ca* the yowes to the knoues, 
Ca' them whare the heather growes, 
Ca' them whare the bumie rowcs, 
Mj/ honie dearie, 

HARK, the mavis' evening sang 
Sounding Clouden's woods amang ; 
Then a faulding let us gang, 
My bonie dearie. 
Ca* tlie, SfC. 

We'll gae down by Clouden side, 
Thro' the hazels spreading wide, 
O'er the waves, that etveetly glide 
To the moon sae clearly. . 
Ca* the, SfC. 

Yonder Clouden's silent tower», 

Where at moonshine midqight hours,; . 

O'er the dewy bending fiowers, . , , ., ., 

Fairies dance sae cheary. , . , ;..»., 

Ca* thcy 4-c. i 

K 3 
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Ghaist nor bogle shalt thou fear; 
Thou 'rt to love and heaven sae dear, 
Nocht of ill may come thee near, 
My bonie dearie. 
Ca' ihe, S^c. 

Fair and lovely as thou art, 
Thou hast stown my very heart ; 
I can die — but canna part, 
My bonie dearie. 
Ca' thcj SfC. 



SHE SAYS SEE LO'ES ME B£ST OF A' 

Tone, ' OnAGH's WATER-rALL.* 

SAE flaxen were her ringlets, 

Her eyebrows of a darker hue, 
Bewiichingly o'er-arching ^ 

Twa laughing een o' bonnie bhie. 
Her smiling sae wyling, 

Wad make a wretch forget his woc ; 
What pleasure, what treasure, \ 

Unto these rosy Ups to grow : 
Such was my Chloris' bonnie face, 

When first her botmie face I saw, 
And ay my Chloris' dearest charm, 

She says she lo'es me best of a'. 



S0VG9. ICS: 

Like harmony her motion ; 

Her pretty ancle U a spy 
Betraying fair proportion, 

Wad make a saint forget tbe sky^ 
Sae warming, sae charming, 

Her fautless form and gracefu' air; 
Ilk feature — auld nature 

Declar'd that she could c!o nae mair : 
Her's are the willing chains o' love, 

By conquering beauty's sovereign law ; 
And ay my Chloris' dearest charm, ^ 

She says she lo'es me best of a'. 

Lei others love the city, 

And gaudy shew at sunny noon ; 
Gie me the lonely Valley, 

The dewy eve, and rising moon 
Fair beaming, and Streaming, 

Her silver light the boughs amang ; 
While falling, recalling, 

The amorous thrush concludes her sang : 
There, dearest Chlori8> wilt thou rove 

By wimpling burn and leafy shaw, . , , . 
And hear pay vows o' truth and lave> 

And say thou lo'es me bes^ of a% 



104 BURxy POEHS; 

SJJF YE MY PHELY. 

(Quasi dicat PhillU ) 

Tune« 'Whek sbe cam ben shs bobbit'. 



O SAW ye my dear, my Phely ? 
O saw ye my dear, my Phely ? 
She's down i' the grove, she's wi' a new love. 
Sbe winna come hame to her M^illy. 

What says ehe, my dearest, my Phely ? 
What says she,» my dearest, my Phely ? 
Slie lets thee to wit that she has thee forgot. 
And for ever disowns thee her Willy. 

O had I ne'er aeen thee, my Phely ! 
O had I ne'er seen thee, my Phely l 
As light as the air, and fause as tliou's fair, 
Thou's broken the hcart o' thy Willy. 
5 • 
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SONG. 
Tunc, * Cauld kail in Abssdekn/ 

IIOW lang and dreary is the night, 
When I am frae my dearie ; 

I restless lie frae e'en to moro, 
Though I were he'er sae weary. 

cnonus. 
For oh, her lanely nights are lang; 

And oh, her dreams are eerk; 
And oh, her tiddow^d heart is ioir^ 

That *s absentfrae her dearie. 

When I think on the lightsome day§ 
I spent wi' thee, my dearie ; 

And now what seas between us roar, 
How can I be but eerie. 
For oh, SfC. 

How slow ye roove, ye heavy hours ; 

Th^ joyless day how dreary : 
It was na sae, )'e glinted by, 

When I was yi' my dearie. 
Für ah, S^c, 



/ 



/ BÜRXS' POEMS ; 



SONG. 
Tune, 'DuxcAN Gray.* 



LET not woraan e'er complain» 

Of inconstancy in love ; 
Let not woman e'er complain,, 

Fickle mau is apt to rove ; 

Look abroad througb nature's ränge, 
Nature's mighty law is cbange ; 
Ladies would it not be stränge, . 
Man sboukl tben a monster prove ? 

Mark the winds, and mark tbe skies ; 

Ocean's ebb, and ocean's flow : 
Sun and moo^ but set to rise. 

Round BAd round the seasons go : 

Wby then ask of silly man, 
To oppose great nature's plan ? 
We '11 be constant while we canr— 
You can be no more you know. 
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THE LOVERS MORNING SALUTE TQ 
EIS MISTRESS. 

Tune, * Deil tak the wabs.' 

SLEEP'ST thou, or wak'st thou, fairest creaiure ; 

Rosy mom aow lifts bis eye, 
Nombering ilka bud wbich nature 

Waters wi' the tears o' joy : 

Now through the leafy woods. 

And by the reeking floods ; 
Wild nature's tenahts, flreely, gladly stray ; 

The lintwhite in his bowcr 

Chants, o'er the breathing flower : 

The lav'rock to the sky 

Ascends wi' sangs o' joy, 
While the sun and thou arise' to bless the day» 

PhoBbus gilding the brow o' moiDing, • 

Banishes ilk darksome shade, 
Nature gladdening and adoming ; 

Such to me my lovely tnaid« 

When absent frae ipy feir, 

The murky shades o' care 
With starless gloom o'ercast tit^ tuUen sky ; 



]^8 BURNS' P0£3fS; 

Bat wheoy in beaut/s light, 
She meets my ravish'd sight, 
Wben through my very heart" 
Her beamipg glories dart ; 
Tis then I wake to life, to light and joy. 



THE AULD MAN. 

BUT lately seen in gladsome green 

The woods rejoic'cf the day, 
Thro' gentle showers the laughing flowers 

In double pride were gay : 
But now our joys are fled, 

On winter blasts awa ! 
Yet m£uden May, in rieh array, 

Again shall bring them a'. 

But my wbite pow, nae kindly tbowe 

Shall melt the snaws of age ; 
My trunk of eild^ but buss or beild, 

Sinks in time's wintry rage. 
Oh, age has weary day^, . 

And nights o' sleepless pain ! 
Thoü golden time o' youtl^fu' prime, 

Wby com'st thou not again ! 



)S O If o s. 1#9 

SONG. 

f unei ' My loogiko is on thb cold otnyvvtf^ 



MY Chloris, mark how greeö th« groves, 
The primrose banks how fair : 

The balmy galea.awake the flowers, 
And wave thy flaxeh hair. 

The lav'rock shuns the palace gaj. 

And o'er the cottage sings : 
For nature smiles as sweet, I ween, 
. To shepherds as to kings. 

Let minstrels sweep the skilfu' string 

In lordly lighted ha' : 
The shepherd stops his simple reed> 
. Blithe, in the birken shaw. 

The princely revel may survey 

Our rustic daooe wi' scom ; 
But are their hearts as light as ours 

Beneath the miik^^ite thom ? 
Vol. IIL L 
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The shepberd, in the flowery glen» 
In shepherd's phrase ^il| woo : 

The courtier teils a finer tale, 
But is his heart as true? 

These wild-wood flowers Tve pu'd, to deck 
That spotless breast o* thine. 

The courtier*s gems may witness love — 
But 'tis na love like mine* 



SONG, 

ALTEREl) FROM AN OLD ENGLISH ONE. 

IT was the charming month of May, 
When all the flowers were fresh and gay, 
One morning, by the break of day, 
The youthful,. charming Chloe ; 

f rom peaceful «lumber she arose, 
Girt on her mantle -and her hose. 
And o'er the flowery mead she goes> 
The youthful, dbarming CUoe* 
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CHORUS. 



Lovely was she hy the down^ 
Youthful ChtoCf charming CMoCf 

Tripping o*er the pearly lawjiy 
The youthfal, charming Chloe. 

Tlie feather'd people, you might see 
Perch'd all around on every tree. 
In notes of sweetest melody 
They hail the charming Chloe ; 

Till, painting gay the eastem skies, 
The glorious sun began to rise, 
Out-rivaU'd by the radiant eyes 
Of youthful, charming Chloe. 

Lovely was she^ SfC, 



LI2 
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LASSIE Wr THE UNT-WHITE LOCKS. 
Tiine, ' Rotoemurche's kant,* 



CHORUS. 

Lassie wi' the lint-tvhite locksj 

Bonnie lassie, artless lassie^ 
Wut thou wi' me tent theßocks^ 

Wut thou he my dearic f 

NOW nature cleeds the flowery lea. 
And a' is youog and sweet like thee ; 
O wilt thou share its joy wi' me, 
And say thou 'It be my dearie O ? 

Lassie wi\ ^c. 

And when the welcome simmer-shower, 
Has chear'd ilk drooping little flower, 
We'U to the breathing woodbine bower 
At sultry noon, my dearie O. 

Lassie vd'f SfC, 
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When Cynthia lights, wi' silver ray, 
The weary shearer's hamewärd way ; 
Tliro' yellow waving üelds _we '11 stray. 
And talk o' love, hiy dearie O. 
Lassie wi\^c. 

And v^hen the liowling wintry blast 
Disturbs my lassie's midnight rest ; n 
Enclasped to ray faithfu' breast, 
I'll comfort the'e^ my dearie O. 

Lassie rvi' the Knt-wkiee hck»^ 

Bonie lassie, artless lassky 
Wilt thou wi' me tent theflocksf 

W\lt thou be tay dearie O, 



S N G^ 

Tiine, 'Nancy '8 to the oabknwood/ &<r. 



FAREWELL thou stream that winding flow» 

Around Eliza's dwelling \ 
O mem'ry ! spare the cruerthroes \ 

Within my bosom swelling : 
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Condemn'd to drag a hopeless chain 

And yet in secret languish« 
To feela fire in ev'iy vein, 

Nor dare disclose my anguisb. 

Love's veriest wretch, unseen, unknown, 

I fain my griefs would cover : 
The bursting «gh, th' unweeting grojin, 

Betray the hapless lover. 
I know thou doom'st me to despair, 

Nor wilt, nor canst relieve me ; 
But ob, Eliza, hear one prayer, 

For pity's sake forgive me» 

The music of thy Toice I heard, 

Nor wist while it enslav'd me ; 
I saw thine eyes yet nothing fear'd, 

'Till fears no more had sav'd mc. 
The unwary sailor thus aghast, 

The wheeling torrent viewing ; 
'Mid circling horrors sinks at last 

In overwhelming ruin. 



• SONGS. il5 

D UE T. 

Tune, * The sow's i-aii./ 



O PHILLY, bappy be that day 
When roying througb tbe gather^d hay, 
My youthfu* &eart was stown away, 
And by thy cbarms, my Philly. 

SHE. 

O Willy, ay I bless tbe grove 
Where first I own'd my maiden love, 
Wbilst thou didst pledgö tbe power» above 
To be my ain dear Willy. 

HS. 

As songsters of tbe earlyyear 
Are ilka day mair sweet to bear, 
So ilka day to me mair dear -«.- 
And charming is my Pbilly. 

SHX. 

As on tbe bner tbe budding rose 
Still rieber breatbes and fairer blows^ 
So in my tender bosom grows 
Tbe love I bear my Willy.. 
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The milder sun and bluer sky, 
That crown my harvest cares wi' joy, 
Were neVr sae welcome to my eye 
As is a sigbt o' Philly. 

811E. 

The little swallow's wanton wing, 
Tho' wafting o'er the flowery springe 
Did ne'er to me sie tidings bringe 
As meeting o'^ my Willy* 

U£. 

The bee tfiat thro' the sunny hour 
Sips nectar in the opening flower, 
CcMnpar'd wi' my delight is poor, 
Upon the lips o' Philly. 

SHE. 

The woodbine in the dewy weet 
When evening shades in silence meet, 
Is nocht sae fragrant or sae sweet 
As is a kiss o' Willy. 

HE. 

Let fortune's wheel at random rin, 
, And foors may.tyne, and knaves may win j 
My thoughts are a' bound up in ane, 
And that 's my aia dear PhiDy. 
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4' SHE. 

What's a' the joys that gowd can gie ! 
I care na wealth a Single üie ; 
The lad I love 's the lad for me. 
And that 's my ain dear Willy, 



SONG. 

Tone, ' Lumps o* püddiko.* 

ONTENTED wi' Utile, and cantie wi' mair, 
'hene'er I forgather wi' sorrow and care, 
gie them a skelp, as they 're creepin alang, 
^i' a cog o' gude 8wats> and an auld Scottish sang. 

whyles claw the elbow o' troublesome thought ; ~ 

ui man is a soger, and life is a faught : 

[y mirth and gude hümour are coin in my pouch, 

nd my Freedom's my lairdship nae monarch dare touclu 

towmond o' trouble, should that be my fa', 
. night o' gude fellowship sowthers it a' : 
Hien at the blythe end of ou:r journey at last, 
^ha the deil ever thinks o' the road he bas past ? 
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Blind Chance, let her snapper and stoy te on her way ; 
Be 't io me, be't frae me, e'en let the jade gac : 
Come ease, or come travail ; come pleasure, or pain ; 
My warst word is — ** Welcome, and welcome again!" 



CANST THOU LEAVE ME THÜS, ]\IY KATTf 
Tunc, 'Roy*» wife.' 

CHORUS. 

Canst thou ieave me thus, my Katy f 
Canst thou Ieave me thusy my Katy ? 
Well thou know'st my aching keart, . 
And canst thou Ieave me thusfor pity f 

IS this thy plighted, fond regard, 

Thus cruelly to part, my Katy ? 
Is this thy faithful.swain's reward — 

An aching, broken heart, my Katy ) 
Canst thou, S^c^ 

Faxe well ! and neVr such sorrows tear 
That fickle heart of thine, my Katy ! 

Thou may'st find those will love thee dear-*« 
But Äot a love like mine, my Katy. 
Canst thou, SfC, 



SONGS 




MY NANTE'S AWA. 

Tune^ 'Tiierf/ll never be feace/ &c. 



^OW in her green mantle blythe iiature arrays, 
(Vnd listens the.lambkins that bleat o'er the braes, 
^Vhile birds warble welcome in ilka g^een shaw ; 
But to me it 's delightless — my Nanie 's awa. 

rhe snaw-drap and primrose our woodla^ds adorti, 
And violets bathe in the weet o' the morn ; 
They pain my sad bosom, sae sweetly they blaw, 
They mind me o' Nanie— and Nanie 's awa* 

Thou lav'rock that .Springs frae the dews of the lawh 
The shepherd to warn o' the grey-breaking dawn, 
And thou mellow lAavis that hails the night-^^fa', 
Give over for pifey-*- my Nanie 's awa» 

Clome autumn, sae pensive, in yellow and grejt, 
\nd soothe me wi' tidings o' nature's decay: 
rbe dapk, dreary winter, and wild-diiving sndw, 
Mane can delight me— >now Nanie/s awa. 



120 BUEirs' FOEXS ; 



FOR A' THAT AND A' THAT. 



IS there, for honest poverty 

That hangs bis head, and a' that ; 
The coward-slave, we pass him by» 

We dare bc poor for a^that ! 
For a' thaty and a' that, 

Our toils obscure, and a' that, 
The rank is but the guinea's stamp^ 

The man 5 the gowd for a' that. 

What thougfa on hamely fare we dine, ^ 

Wear hoddin grey, and a' that ; 
Gie fools their silks, and knaves their Avine^ 

. A man's a man for a' that : - 
For a^ that, and a' that, 

Their tinsel show, and a' that t — 

The honest man, though e'er sae poor^ 

Is king o* men for a' that. 

Ye see yon birkie, ca'd a lord, 

Wha struts, and Stares, and a' that ; 

Though^hundreds worship at his word, 
He '0 but a coof for a' that: 
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For a' that, and a' that, 

His ribband, star, and a' that, 
The man of independent mind, 

He looks and laughs at a' that. 

A prince can mak a belted knight, 

A marquis, duke, and a' that ; 
But an honest man 's aboon his tnigbt, 

Gude faith he mauua ül that ! 
For a' that, and a' that, 

Their dignities, and a' that, 
The pith o' sense, and pride o' worth, 

Are higher ranks than a' that. ) 

Then let us pray that come it may, . ■ 

As come it will for a' that, 
That sense and worth, o'er a' the earth, 

May bear the gree, and ä' that. 
For a' that, and a' that, 

It's Coming yet for a' that, 
That man to man, the warld o'er, 

Shall brothers be for a' that. 
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SONG. 

Tnae, ' Cbajoie-bubk-woo»/ 

SWEET fii's the ere od Craigie-boni^ 
And blythe awakes the morrow, 

But BL* the pride o* spring's retuni 
Can yield me neckt but sorrow« 

I 8ee the üomen and spreading trees, 
I hear the wild birds singing ; 

But what a weaiy wigbt ean picasei 
And care his bofam wnngmg ? 

Fain, fain wmld I ny griefe tmparty 

Yet dare na for yoor ai^ev ; 
But Beeret love will break my heart^ 

If I conceal ii koger« 

If thou refuse to pity me| 

If thou shalt love anitheri 
When yon green leaves fade frae the tree^ 

Around my grave they '11 wither. 



SO^Q%. US 



SONG. 

TmüC, 'LeT U£ im THXS AK NIOHT.' 



O LASSIE, art thou sleeping yet, 
Or art thou wakin, I would wit, 

For love has bonnd me, band and foot, 
And I would fain be in, jo. 

CHORUS. 

letmem tkk ae night f 

This aCf ae, ae night; 
For piti^s eake this ae night, 

rise and let me in, jo» 

Thou bear^st tbe winter wind and weet, 
Nae Star blinks tbro' tbe driving sleet ; 
Tak pity on my weaiy feet, 
And shield. me frae tbe rain, jo. 
let me in, SfC. 

The bitter blast that round me blawft 
Unheeded howls, unbeeded fa's ; 
Tbe cauldness o' thy beart's tbe tauw 
Of 2! my grief and pain, jo. 
OUtmein, S^^ 



Itl 



HER ANStFER. 
O TELX. na me o* wind and rain, 
Upbraid na me \vi' cauld disdain, 
Gae back tbe gate ye cam again, 
I ^inna let you in, jo. 

CHORUS. 

I teil jfou n<m this ae night, 

This acy acy ae night ; 
And ancefor a this ae night^ 

I winna let you in, Jo. * 

The sn^llest blast, at mirkest bours,. 
That round the pathless wand'rer pours, 
Is nocht to what poor she endures 
That 's trusted faithless man, jo. 
/ teil you nowy ^c. 

The sweetest flower that deck'd the mead^ 
Now trodden hke the vilest weed : 
Let simple maid the lesson read, 
The weird may be her ain, jo. 
I teil you noWf Spc. 

The bird that charm'd bis summer-day> 
Is now the cruel fowler's prey ; 
Let witless, trusting, woman say 
How aft her fate^s the same, jo, 

I teil you now, Spc,^ , . > 
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ADDRESS TO THE WOOD-IAKK. 

Tone, ' Wbebb 'll bonib Akn lzb.' 

Or, 'IfOCBEBOCB flDB.' 

O STAY> sweet warbling wood-lask stay^ 
Nor quit for me the trembliiig spray, 
A hapless lover courto thj lay, 
Tby sopthing fond complamiog. 

Again, agam that tender part, 
That I may catch tby melting art ; 
For surely that wad touch her beart, 
Wha kills me wi' disdaining. 

Say, was tby little «late luikind. 
And heard thee as the caveless wind f 
Ob 9 nocbt but love and sorrow join'd, 
Sic notes o' woe coald wavken. 

Tbou teils o' never-ending care ; 
O* speechless grief, and dark 4e8pair : 
For pity's sake, sweet 4Mrd, nae mair ! 
Cr my poor heaxt os broken ! 

m3 
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ON CHLORIS BEIXG ILL. 
Tone, *At waki^ a/ 

CHORUS. 

Longt long tke night^ 

Heavy come$ the morraw, 
While tny soul's delight^ 
Is on her bed af sorrow. 
« 

CAN I cease tb care ? 

Can I cease to languisb, 
While my darling fiedr 

Is on the couch of aoguish l 
Long, Spc. 

Every hope is fledy. 

Ev'ry fear is terror ; 
Slumber ev'n I dread, *"• 

Every dream is horror. 
Longy SfC. 

Hear me, pow'rs divine ! 

Oh^ in pity hear me ! 
Take aught eise of mine, 

But my Chloris spare me l 
Longy Sf^c. 



. . . fioKo»» ' tau 

SONG. 

Tone, : Hi7m ovhs op Glem/ 



THEIR groves o' sweet myrtle let foreign lands recli;ony 

Where bright-beami|ig summers exalt the perfuaaei 
Far dearer to me yon lone glen o' green breckan, * , 

Wi' tbe burn stealing uiKler the lang yellow brocop": 
Far dearer to me are yon humble broom bowers, 

Where the blue-bell and gowan lurk; low!^ unseen i 
Per there, lightly tripping amang the wild flqwei^s,. ,. ^ 

A listening tbe linnet, aft wauders my Jean. 

Tho' rieh is the breeze in their gay sunny Valleys, 

And cauld|^ Calbdok ia's blast on the wave ; 
Their sweet-scented wQQdlsuids that skirt the pro^d 
palaqe, 

lYhat are- they ?* The baunt o' the tyrant aad slavo'! 
The slave's spicy forests, and gold-bubbling fountains, 

The brave Caledonian views wi' disdain ; 
He wanders as free as the winds of his mountains, 

Save Love's willing fetters, the chains o^ his Jean- 
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SONG. 

T«K^ * IaBVIB, US TtTRAM VI.' 



TWAS na her bonie bloe ^e was my rain ; 
Für thc/ die be, tliat was ne'er ray UDdoing : 
TwaiÜiedearaimlewbeniiaebody did nniid ns, 
*Twas tfaebewitcluiig, sweet, stown glance o' kmdoess* 

ßair do I fear Hiat to faope is denied me, 
Sair do I fear ihat despair mann abide me ; 
Bnt tbo' feil fortune should fete ns to sever, 
Queen shall she be in my bosom for ever. 

Mary^ Vm thine wi' a passion snicerest, 
And tbon bast pli^ted me love o' fhe dearest ! 
And tbou'rt tbe angel that never can alter, 
Sooner tbe f an in bis motion would felter. 



SONGS. IQQ 

ALTERED FROM AN OLD ENGLISH SONG. 
Tune, * John Anderson mt jo.' 

HOW cruel are the parents 

Who riches only prize. 
And to the wealtliy booby, • 

Poor woman sacrifice. 
Meanwhile the hapless daugfater 

Has bat a choice öf strife ; 
To shun a tyrant fiither's hate» 

Become a wretched .wife. ? . 

The ravening hawk pursuing, 
The trembling dove tfaus Aie8, 

To shun impelling ruin . i'- 

Awhile her pinioiis tries ; 

Till oif escape detpairing, 
No shelter or retreat, 

She trusts the ruthless falconer^ 
And drops beneath his hei. 
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S O N G. 
Tuue, ' Deil tak tbe wams/ 

MARK yonder pomp of costly fashion. 

Round the wealtbvy titled bride : 
But when compa/d with real passion, 

Poör is all that princely pride. 

AVhat are their sbowy treasures ? 

AVhat are tbeir noisy pleasures ? 
^^^ Sl^Jy g^udy glare of \'anity and art : 

The polish'd jewel's blase 

May draw the wood'riDg gaze. 

And courtly graiideor bfight 

The üancy may delight, 
But never, never can come near the hearC 

Bot did you 0ee my deartst Chloris, 

In simplicity's array ; 
LoYely as yonder sweet opening ftower 18, 

Shrinking from tte gase of day. 

O then, the beart alanning, 

And all resistless cfaarming, 
In Love's deligbtful fetters she chaine the willing 'sboll 

Ambition would disown 

The world's imperial crown, 

Even AVrice would deny 

His worshipp'd deity. 
And feel thro' every vein Love's raptures roll. 



novo 9. Idl 

SONG. 
Tune, 'Tbis is no uy axn bouis«' 

CHORUS. 
this is namy ain lasskf 

Fair tho' the lassie be; 
weel ken I my ain lasne^ 

Kind hve ü in her cV. 

I SEE a form, I see a face» 
Ye weel may wi' the fairest place : 
It wants, to me, the witching grace, 
The kind love that's in kef e'e. 
tMe is nOf S^e. 

She 's bonnie^'blooiiiing, straight and taU, 
And lang has had my heart in tbrall; 
And ay it charms my very saul, 
The kind love th«U 's in her e'e. 
tHs is na^ 4^. 

A thief sae pawkie is my Jean, 
To steal • büak, by a' nmeen : 
But gleg as light are \oveTff eta^ 
Vfhen kind love is ki tbe e'e» 
thk is n^9 J^» 
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It maj eacape the oomtlj ^nrks, 
It maj escape the learned derks ; 
But weel tbe watching lorer maiks 
Um kind love that's in lier e*e. 
O tüß U mOf 4^. 



TO MR. CZmNWGHAM. 
SCOmSH SONG. 

NOW spring has clad the grove in greeo. 

And »trev/d the lea wi' flowers ; 
Tbe furroVd, waving com is seen 

Rejoice in fostering sbowers ; 
While ilka thing in nature join 

Their sorrows to forego, 
O wby thuB all alone are mine 

Tbe weary Steps of woe ! 

Tbe trout within yon wimpling burn 

Glides swift, a silver dart. 
And safe beneatb the shady tborn 

Defies tbe angler's art : 
My life was ance that careless stf^m/ j, 

That wanton irout was I ; ; i ^ 
But love, wi' unrelenting b^am^j ! ; 

Has scorch'd my fountains dry. * 
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iTie little flow'ret's peficeful lot, 

In yondier clifF that grows, 
Whkh saye the linnet's füght, I-wot^ 

Nae rüder viait kaowSf 
Was mine ; tili love has o'er me past^ 

And blighted a* my blooni) 
And now beneäth tlie with'ring blast 

My yoath and joy consume. 

The waken'd laVrock warbiing Springs 

And climbs the early sky, 
Winnowing blythe her dewy wings 

In morning's rosy eye ; 
As little reckt I sorrow's power, 

Until the flowery snare 
Cf witching love, in luckless hour, 

Madame the thrall o' care. 

O had my fate been Greenland snows, 

Or Afric'ls buming zone. 
Wi' man and naturejeagu'd my foes, 

So Peggy ne'er I'd ktiown ! 
The wretch whase doom is, " hope nae mair/* 

What tongue his woes can teil ! 
Within whase bosom save despair^ 

Nae kinder spirits dwelU 
Vol. III. N 
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SCOTTISH SONG. 



O BONNIE was yon rosy brier, 
That blooms sae far frae haunt o' man; 

And bonnie she, and ah, how dear ! 
It shaded frae the e'enin sun. 

Yon rosebuds in the morning xlew 

How pure, amang the leaves sae green ; 

But purer was the lover's vow 

They witness'd in ther shade yestreen. 

/All in its rüde and prickly bower, 

That crimson rose, how sweet and fair ! 
But love IS far a sweeter flower 
Amid life's thorny path o' care, 

The pathless wild, and wimpling burn, 
Wi' Chloris in my arms, be mine ; 

And I the world, nor wish, nor scorn, 
Its joys and griefs alike resign. 
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WRITTEN ort the blank feqfofa copy ofhis Poevis 
presented to a lady^ wkom he had often celebrated 
under the name of Chloris, 

'TIS Friendship's pledge, my youflg, fair friend, 

Nor thou the gift refuse, 
Nor with unwilling ear attend 

The moralizing muse. 

Since thou, in all th^ youth and charms, 

Must bid the wo^^ld adieu, 
(A World 'gainst peace in eonstant arms,) 

To join the friendly few ; 

Since, thy gay morn of life o'ercast, 

Chili came the tempesfs lour ; 
{And ne'er misfortune's eastem blast 

Did nip a fairer flower ;) 

Since life's gay scenea must charm no morei 

Still mach is left behind ; 
Still nobler wealth hast thou in store^ 

Th comforts of the mind / 
N 2. 
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Thine is the self-approving glo^, 
On conscious honour's part ; 

And, dearest gift of heaven below, 
Thine frieudship's truest heart. 

The joys refinM of sense and taste, 
With every rnuse to rove : 

And doubly were the poet blest 
These joy« could he iroprove. 



ENGLISH SON&. 

Taue, < Let kb in thzq jle niobt.' 

FORLORN, my love, no comfort near, 
Far, far frojn thee I wander here ; 
Far, far from thee, the fate severe 
At which I most repine, loye. 

CHORUS. 

O w€rt thou, /we, but near me, 
But near, neaVf near me ; 
How kindly tkau wouldst cheer iwe, 
And mingk sighs with miue, love^ 
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Around me scowls a wintry sky, 
That blasts each bud of hope and joy ; 
And shelter, shade, nor home have I, 
Save in these arms of thine, love. 

wert, SfC, 



Cold, alter'd friendship's cruel part, 

To poison fortune's ruthless dart — 

Let me not break thy faithful hearti 

And say that fate is mine, love. 

O wert, Spe^ 

But dreary tho' the moments fleet, 
O let me think we yet shall meet ! 
That oniy ray of solace sweet 
Can on thy Chloris shine, love. 

wert, SfC^ 



y 3 
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SCOTTISH BALLJD. 

Tune, 'TheLothian lassie.' 

LAST May a braw wooer cam down the lang glen, 
And sair vff his love he did deave me ; 

I Said there was naething I hated Irke men, 
The deuce gae wi' m, to believe me, beiieve rnp^ 
The deuce gae wi* na, to believe me. 

He spak o' the darts in my bonie black e'en, 
And vow'd for my love he was dying ; 

I Said he might die when he liked, for Jeao» 
The Lord forgie me for lying, for lying^ ^ 

The Lord forgie me for lying l 

A weel-stocked mailen, himsel for the lair^ 
And marriage. aiF-hand^ were his profFerys ; 

I never loot on that I kend it, or car'd, 

But thought I might hae waur offers, waur offers, 
£ut thought i might hae waur bffers. 

But what wad ye think ? in a fortnight or less^ 
The deil tak his taste to gae near her ! 

He up the lang loan to my black cousin Bess, 
Guess ye how, the jad 1 I could bear her, couW 

bear her, 
Guess ye how, the jad ! I coold bear her.^ 
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But a' the niest week as I fretted wi' care, 

I gaed to the tryste o' Dalgamock, 
And wha but my fine fickle lover was there ? 

I glowr'd as I'd ßeen a warlock, a warlock, 

I glowr'd as I'd seen a warlock. 

Bat owr'e my left shoutber I gae hima blink^ 
Least neebörs might say I was saucy ; 

My wooer he caper'd as he 'd been in drink. 
And vow'd I was bis dear lassie, dear lassie, 
And voVd I was bis dear lassie. 

I spier'd for my cousin fix' couthy afid sweet, 

Gin she had recover'd her hearin. 
And how her new shoon fU her auld shackl't feet, 

But, beavens ! how he feil a swearin, a swearioy 

But, beavens ! how he feil a swearin. 

He begged, for Gudesake ! I wad be bis wife^ 

Or eise I wad kill bim wi' .sorrow : 
So e'en to preserve the poor body in life 

I think 1 maun wed bim tq-morrow, to-morrow^ 

I think I maun wed him to-morrow»^ 
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FRAGMENT. 
Tone» • The Caledonian hvnt's dslioht..' 



WHY, why teil thy lover, 
Bliss he never must enjoy ; 

Why, why undeceive hira, 
And give all bis hopes the lie ? 



O why, while fancy, raptured, slumbers,. 
^ Chloris, Chloris all the theme ; 
"Why, why wouldst thou cruel 
Wake thy lover from bis dream ? 



flON06. 14l 

HEY TOR A LASS WV A TOCHER. 
Tune, * Balinamona oba.' 

AWA wi' your witchcraft o' beauty 's alarms, 
The slender bit beauty you grasp in your arms J 
0,^ie me the lass that has acres o' cbarms^ 
O, gie me the lass wi' the weel-stockit farm». 

CIIORV9. 

Then Kty^for a lass wi* a tocheff thcn htyfor a lau 

m* a tochetf 
Then Mjfi for a lass vfi' a tocher; th$ nict i/ellow 

guineasfor me, 

Your beauty 's a flower, in the moming that Uowt, 
And withers the faeter, the faster iC growi ; 
But the rapturouB charm o' the bonie green knowes» 
Ilk spring they ^re new deckit wi' boote white yewes» 
Then %, SfC. 

And e'en when thii beaufy your bbsom has blett»' 
The brightest o' beauty may cloy, when i)0ssest ; ' 
But the sweet, yellow darlings vfi' Geordie iinprelt» 
The langer ye hae them — ^the^^mair they're cnr«at, 
• Then hey, (J-c. 



• , 
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S NG. 
Tune, 'Ilfini's a iiealth to them tiiat's awa> hiney." 

CHORUS. 

Ilcre 's a health to ane I We dear, 

Hfre 's a health to ane I lo'e dear ; 

Thoa art sxoeet as the sndle whenfond lovers meet 

And soft as their parting fear- — Jessy ! 

ALTHOUGH thou maun never be miue^ 

Although even hope is denied v 
^TIb Bweeter for thee despairing 
^ Than aught in tbe world beside— -Je8»y t 
Here 's a health^ SfC* 

J mouni thro' the gay, gaudy day, 
As, hopeless, I muse 6n tby charms ; 

But welcome the dream o' sweet sluniber^ 
For then I am lockt in thy arms— Jessy I 
Here 's a health^ SfC. 

\ gueis by the dear angel smile, 

: I guess by tbe love-rolling e'e ; 
. But wby urge the tender confession 

'Gains fortune's feil cruel decree — ^Jessy !. 
Jlere's a h^ojthy S^c, 
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S NU, 

Tune, * EOTHEMURCH^.* 



CHORUS. 

Tairest maid ort Devon bankSf 
Crystal Devon, tvinding Devon^ 

Wilt thou lay thatfram/i aside, 

Jnd smik as thou xoere xoont to do 9 

yULL well thou knowest I love thee dear, 
Couldst thou to malice lend an ear ! 
O, did not love exclaim, " Forbear, 
" Nor use a faithful lover so ?" 
Fairest maid, SfC» 

Then come, thou fairest of the fair, 
Those wonted smiles, O, let me share ; 
And by thy beauteous seif I swear, 
No love but thine my heart shall know. 
Fairest maid, S^c. 
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THE BIRKS OF ABERFELDlt. 



Bonnie lassie, toill ye go, mli-f/e go^ will ye gOy 
Bonnie lassie^ mll ye go to tke birks ofAbeffeldyf 

NOW simmer blinks on flowery braes^ 
And o'er the crystal streamlet plays^ 
Come let us spend the lightsome days 
In the birks of Aberfeldy, 
Bonnie las^ic^ SfC. 

While o'er their heads the hazels hing, 
The little birdies blythely sing, 
Or lightly flit on wanton wing 
In the birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassie, SfC^ 

The braes ascend like lofty vva's, 
The foaming stream deep-roaring fa's, 
O'er-hung wi' fragrant spreading shaws, 
The birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassie^ SfK, 
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The, hoary cliffs are crown'd wi* flowers, 
White o'er the linns the bumie pours, 
And rising weets wi' misty showers 
The birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassicy SfC, 

Let fortune*9 gifts at random flee, 
They ne'er shall draw a wish frae me^ 
Supremely blest wi' love and thee 

In the birks bf Aberfeldy. * 

Bonnie laßsk, SfC, 



STAY, UY CHARMERy CAN YOULEAVE MEf > 
Tune, * An'Gille dubh ciär dhubh.' 

STAY, my charmer, can you leave me ? 
Cruel, cruel to deceive me ! 
Well you know how much you grieve me j ' ' i 
Cruel charmer, can you go ! ■ . - . 

Cruel charmer, can you go ! 

. . • ■■ ' . ' 

By my loye so ill requited ; . .t V: 

By the faith you fondly plighted-j ./ ^ =. 

By the pangs of lovers «lighted ; r . i 

Do not, do not leave me so ! 

Do not, do not leave me so * 
Vol. III. . O 
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STRATHALLAN'S LAMENT. 



THICKEST night o'erhang my dwelltng ! 

Howling tempests o'er me rave l 
Turbid torrents, wintry swelling, 

Still Surround my lonely cave ! 

Ciystal streamlets gently flowing, 
Busy haunts of base mankind, 

Western breezes softly blowing, 
Suit not my distracted mind. 

In the cause of rigbt engaged, 
' Wrongs bjurious to redress, 
Honour's war we strongly waged, 
But tbe heavens deny'd success. 

Ruinös wheel has driven o'er us, 
Not a hope that dare attend, 

The wide \jorld is all before us — 
But a World without a friend ! 
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THE YOUNG HIGHLAND nOFER. 

Tune, * Mo RAG.* 



LOUD blaw the frosty breezes, 

The snaws the mountains covcr; 
Like winter on me seizes, 

Since my young highland rover 

Far wanders nations over. 
\yhere'er he go, where'er he stray, 

May Heaven be his warden : 
Return him safe to fair Strathspey, 

And bomiie Castle-Gordon ! 

The trees now naked groaning, 
Shall soon wi' leaves be hinging, 

The birdies dowie moaning, ' * 
Shall a* be blythely singing, 
And every flower be springing. 

Sae ril rejoice the lee-lang day, 
When by his mighty warden 

My youth 's return'd to fair Strathspey, 
And bonnie Castle-Gordon. 
q2 
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RAVING WINDS JR0UND HER BLOJVINC 

Tqnej < M'Grigor of Reiio's iament.' 



RAVING winds around her blowing, 
Yellow leaves the woodlands strowing, 
By a river hoarsely roaring, 
Isabella stray'd deploring. 
" Farewell, hours that late did measure 
" Sunshine days of joy and pleasure ; 
** Hail, thou gloomy night of sorrow, 
" Cheerless night that knows no morrow. 

" O'er the past too fondly wandering, 
" On the hopeless future pondering ; 
**Xhilly grief my life-blood freezes, 
" Fell despair my fäncy seizes. 
** Life^ thou soul of every blessing, 
** Load to misery most distressing, 
" O how gladly I'd resign thee, 
** And to dark oblivion join thee !" 
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MUSING ON THE RO ARING 0CE4Jfl. 

Tune, ' Dbuimion dubh.' 

MUSING on the roariog ocean^ 

Which divides my love and'me ; 
Wearying heaven in warm devotion, 

For bis wkdl where'er he be. 

Hope and fear's altemate billow 

Yielding late to natu re's law, 
Whisp'ring spirits round my pfllöw 

Talk of him tbat -sfar avra. 

Ye wbom sorrow never wounded, 

Ye whö nevet shed a tear, 
Care-untrbubled, joy-siirninnded, 

Gaudy day'tb f6\X is dfear. 

Gentle night, do thou befriend me ; 

Downy.sleep the curtain draw; 
Spirits kind, agäin attend me, 

Talk of him that 's far'a;wa ! 



o 3 
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BLTTHE WAS SEE. 

Bli/tkey bli/the and merry xcas she^ 
Blifthe was ske Ina and hen : 

Bliftht by fke kamks rfErm, 
And htythe in Gknturü gien, 

BY Oughtertyre grows the aik. 

Od Yarrow banks, the birken sha^r ; 

Bat Phemie was a bonnier lass 
Than braes o' Yarrow ever saw. 
Blyticy 4^. 

Her looks were like a flow'r in Majy 
Her smile was like a siinmer morn ; 

She b-ipped by the banks of Em, 
As light's a bird upon a thorn. 
Bhfthej SfC. 

Her bonnie face it was as meek 

As ony lamb upon a lee ; 
The evening sun was ne'er sae sweet 

As was the blink o' Phemie's e'e. 
Bh/thcj 4-c. 
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The Highland hüls I've wandelnd wide, 
And o'er the Lowlands I hae been ; 

But Phemie was the blythest lass 
That ever trode tke dewy green. 
Blythe, S^c. 



c 



A ROSE-BÜD BY MY EARLY WALK. 

A ROSE-BÜD by iny early walk, 
Adown' a corn-inclosed bawk, 
Sae gently bent its thorny stalk, 
All on a dewy morning. 

£re twice the shades o' dawn are fl^d, . 
In a' its crimson glory spread, 
And drooping rieh the dewy head, 
It scents tlie early morning. . 

Within the bush, her covert nest 
A little linnet fondly prest» 
The dew sat chilly on her breast 
Sae early in the morning. 

She soon. «hall nee her. tender brood^ 
The pride, the pleasure o' tfae woodi,. . 
Amang the iretk:green leaves bedew*^. 
Awake the. early m^ruiBg« 
5 
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So thou, dear bird, young Jeany fair, 
On trembling string or vocsd air, 
Shall sweetly pay the tender care 
That tents thy early moraing. 

So thou, sweet rose-bud, young and gay, 
Shalt beauteous blaze upon tlie day. 
And bless the parent's evening ray 
That walch'd thy early morning. 



WHERE BRAVING ANGRY WINTER'i 
STORMS. 

Tiine, 'N. Gow's Lamentation for Abercaxbnt.' 

WHERE braving angry winter's Stornos, " " 

The lofty Qchels rise, i ' 

^'^^'^ ^^^ ^^ their shade my Peggy*s charms 

First blest my wondering eyes. 
As one who by soine savage stream, 

A loneljT gern äirveys,. 
Astonish'd doul^ly -marks it beam, . 

With art's most pblish'>d Uäze. : : 
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Biest be the wild, sequester'd shade, 

And blest the day and hour, 
Where Peggy's charms I first surve/d, 

When first I feit their poVr ! 
The tyrant death with'grim controul 

May seize my fleeting breath ; 
But tearing Peggy from my soul 

Must be a stronger death. 



TIBBIE, I HAE SEEN THE DAY. 
Tune» 'Invercald's re£l.* 

Tibbie, I hae seen the day^ ^ \.. 

Ye wQuld na beert sae shy ; 
Tor laik o* gear ye lightly we, 

But trowth, I carc na by, 

YESTREEN I met you oii the moor, ' 
Ye spak na, but gaed by like stoure : 
Ye geck at me because Vm poor, 
But fient ä hair care I. 
Tibbie, J hae, 8fC. 

I doubt na, lass, but ye may think, 
Because ye hae tlie name o' clink, 
That ye can. pleaw me at a wink, , 

Whene'er ye like to try, 
Tibbie, I hae, 4-c. - 
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But sorrow tak him that 's sae meaii, 
Altho' his pouch o* coin were clean, 
Wha follows ouy saucy queau 
That looks sae proud a^id high. 
Tibbie, I hae, SfC, 

Altho* a lad were e'er sae smart, 
If that he want the yellow dirt, 
Ye '11 cast your head änither airt, 
And answer him fu' dry. 
O Tibbie, I hae, SfC. 

But if he hae the name o* gear, 
Ye'll fasten to him like a brier, 
Tho' hardly he for seuse or lear, 
Be better than the kye. 
Tibbicy I hae, ^c. 

But, Tibbie, lass, tak my ad vice, 
Your daddie's gear maks you sae nice ; 
The deil a ane wad spier your price, 
Were ye as poor as I, 
Tibbie, I hae, ^c. 

There lives a lass in yonder park, 
^ I woüld na gie her in her^ark, 
For thee wi' a thy th0us|ui' mark ; 
Ye need na look sae high. 
Tibbie, I hae, ^c. 
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CLARINDA. 



CITARINDA, mistress of my soul, 

The measur'd time is run ! 
The wretch beneath' thie dreary pole, 

So marks bis latest sun. ' 

To what dark cave of frozen night 

Sha)l poor Sylvander hie ; 
DepriVd of thee, bis life and lighjt, 

The sun of all his joy. 

We part — but by these preciaus'drop^, 

That fill thy lovely eyes ! 
No other light shall güide my steps, 

Till thy bright beams arise« 

She, the fair sun of all her sex, 
Has ßlest my glorious day : 

And «hall a glimmering planet fix 
My worship to its ray ? 
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THE DAY RETURNS,MY BOSOM BURNS. 

Tune> 'Seven^h of November.* 

THE day retums, my bosom bums, 

The blissful da,y we twa did meet, 
Tlio' winter wild in tetiiipest tciFd, 

Ne*er summer-sun was half sae sweet. 
Than a' the pride that loads the tide, 

And Grosses o'er the sultry line ; 
Than kingly .rohes, than crowns and globes, 

Heaven gave me more, it made thee mine, 

"VVhile day and night can bring delight, 

Or nature aught of pleasure give ! 
While joys above, my mind can move, 

For thee, and thee alone, I live l 
When that grim- foe of life below 

Comes in between to make us part ; 
The iron band that breaks our band, " 

It breaks my bliss — it breaks aiy heart« 
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THE LAZY MIST. 



THE Tazy mifit hangs from the brow of the hill| 
Conce^ling the course of the dtak winding rill : 
How languid the scenes, late so isprightly, appear, 
As autumn to winter resigns the pale year. 
The forests are leafless, the meadows are brown. 
And all the gay foppery of summet is flown : 
Apart let me wander, apart let me muse, 
How quick time is flying, how keen fate pvrsQes ; 
How long I have liv'd — ^but how much liv'd in vain ; 
How little of life's scanty span may remain % 
What aspectSy old Time, in his progress has wom ; 
"VVhat ties, cruel fate, in my bosom has tom, 
How foolishj'or worse, 'tili our summit is gain'd ! 
And down ward, how weaken'd, how darken'd, how • 

pain'd ! 
This life 's not worth having with all it can give, 
For something beyond it poor man sure must live. 



Vol. Ul 



158 BVRN6' POEMS; 

f . . . 

0, WERE I ON PARNASSUS' HILL. 

Tnn«» 'My lote is lost to me.' 



O, WERE I on Parnassus* hill ! 
Or had of Helicon my fill ; 
That I might catch poetic skill, 
Tö sing how dear I love thee, 
But Nith maun be my muse's well, 
My muse maun be thy bonnie seil ; 
On Corsincon PH glowr and spell, 
'And write how dear I love thee. 



Then come, sweet muse, inspire my lay ! 
For a' the lee-lang simmer's day, 
I Cpudna sing, I coudna say, 

How much, how dear, I love thee. 
I see thee dancing o'er the green, 
Thy waist sae jimp, thy limbs sae clean^ 
Tby tempting lips, thy roguish e'en-— 

By heaven and earth I love thee ! 
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By night, by day, a-field, at hame^' ' * 
The thoughts o' thee my breast iiiflame ; 
And ay I muse and sing thy name, 

I only live to love thee. 
Tho* I were doom'xl to wander on, 
Beyond the sea, beyond the sun, 
'Till my last, weary sand was run ; 

'Till then — and then I love thee* 



I LOVE MY JEAN. 

Tanej ' Miss Admxbal Oordoh's stiiatbsfbt/ / 

OF a' the airts the wind can blaw, 

I dearly like the west, 
For there the bonnie lassic^liv^, ::.v\ 

The lassie I lo'e best : ' . .>:. 

There wild-woods grow, and rivers row, . ^^V 

And mony a hill between ; 
But day and night my fanc/s flight 

Is ever wi' my Jean. 

I see her in the dewy flowers, 

1 see her sweet and fair ; 
I hear her in the tunefu' birds, 

I hear her charm the air : 
p2 
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There's not a bonnie flower, that Springs 
By foantain, shaw, or green, 

liiere 's not a bonnie bird that sings, 
Bat minds me o' my Jean. 



THE BRAES (T BALLOCHMTLK 

THE Catrine woods were yellow seen, 

The flowers deca/d on Catrine lee, 
Nae lav'rock sang <m hillock green, 

But nature sicken'd on the e'e« 
Thro' faded groves Maria sang, 

Hersei m beauty's bloom the while, 
And ay the wild-wood echoes, rang, 

Fareweel the braes o' Ballochmyle«^ 

Low in your wintry beds, ye fiowers, 

Again ye'll flourish fresh and fair ; 
Ye birdies dumb, in witb'ring bowers, 

Again ye'll charm the vocal air. 
But here, alas ! for me nae mair 5 

Shall birdie charm, or floweret smile; 
tareweel the bonnie banks of Ayr. 

Fareweel, fareweel ! sweet Ballochmyle » 
5 
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WJLLIE BREW'D A PECK 0' MAUT. 



O, WILLlß brew'd a peck o' maut, 
And Rob and Allan cam to see ; 

Three blytber hearts, that lee-lang night, 
Ye wad na find in Christendie. 

We are nafou^ we Ve iiae thatfou 
Butjust a drappie in aur e'e; 

The cock may craw, the day may dato. 
And ay we *ll taste the barley hree. 

Here are we met, tbree merry boys, 
Three merry boys I trow are we; 

And mony a night we've merry b^en, 
And mony mäe we hope'to be ! 
We are nafou^ SfC, 

It is the moon, I ken her hörn, 

That 's blinkin in the lift sae hie ; 
She shines sae bright to wyle us harne, 
But by my sooth she '11 wait a wee ! 
We are nafou^ Spc, 
V 3 



Wba fiist sbaJl rise to ^b^ awa^ 
A cockold, coward loun ia he ! 

Wba first beside bis chair shall fa% 
He is tbe king^ snong ua tbres ! 
We(xrtnaßm^ 4^. 



TflTf BUTE-ETEB LJ3SIE. 

I G A££> a waefu*^ gate, yestreen, 

A gate, I fear, 1 11 dearly nie ; 
1 gai mj dtaOih ime twa »wcet e'cs, 

Tita lovdjr ^e» o' boMÜe bkte. 
Twas ae* kef yldcn lin^eli hn^; 

Wer lips ]ike roses, wat wi' dew. 
Her heaviag boMfiOy filj-vhite; — 

It tra» htr e'en sae bcmaie blne. 

Sbt i$i\L% s^ nmVd, mj beart ahe n^rd» 

Sb« charm'd my sonl, I wist na ho«; 
And ay ihe iiound, tbe deadlj wouDd, 

Cafn frae her e^en sae booiue bhie^ . 
Büt spare t& tpeak, and ipare :to ^>e^; ■ .\ 

Sbe 11 aibÜDS listen to my vow : 
Sbould sbe refuse, 1 11 lay my dead • 

To her twa e'en sae boaDie Uae. 



I 
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THE BANKS OF NITH. 

Twatg ' ROBXE DONNA OOBACH.' 

THE Thames flows proudly to the sea, 

Where royal cities stately stand ; 
But sweeter flows the Nith, to me, 

Where Cummins ance had high command : 
When shall I see that bonour'd land, 

That winding stream I love so dear ! 
Must wayward fortune's advcFse band 

For ever, ever keep me here ? 

Höw lovely, Nith, thy fruitiiil vales, 

Where spreading hawthoms gayly bloom ; 
How sweetly wind thy sloping dales 

Where lambkius wanton thro' the broom ! 
Tho' wanderrog, how, must be my doom» . 

Far fr9m thy bonnie banks and braes ; 
May there iny latest hours consume, , *) 

Amang t}ie friends of early days ! 
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JOHN ANDERSON MY JO. 



JOHN Anderson my jo, John, 

When we were first acquent ; 
Your locks were like the raven, - 

Your bonnie brow was brent ; 
But now your brow is beld, John, 

Your locks are like the snaw : 
But blessings on your frosty pow, 

John Anderson my jo. , 

John Anderson myjo, John, ^ 

We clamb the hill thegither ; 
And mony a canty day, John, 

We 've had wi ane anither : 
Now we maun totter down, John; 

But band in hand we'll go, 
And sleep thegitlier at tlie foot, 

John Andersonrioy jo. 
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TAM GLEN. 



MY heart is a breaking, desir Tittie, 
Some couBsel unto me come kn' ; 

To anger tbem a' is a pity ; 
But what will I do m' Tarn Glen } 

Fm thinkingy vi' sie a braw friiow. 
In poortith I xnigbt mak a fen ; 

What care I in riches to wallow, 
If Imauna marry Tto Glen? 

Ther€'s Lowrie tbe läird o' I^anKiler» ■ 
" Gude däy tp yom brüte»" hexomes hkt : 

He brag9 and he blaws o' bis HUec, 
But wben will be dance like Tarn Glen ? 

Äly minnie does constantly deave me. 
And bids me beware o' young men ; 

They flatter, she says, to deceive me ; 
But wba can think sae o' Tarn Glen ? 
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My daddie says, gin TU forsake bim, 
He'll gie me gude hunder ^arks ten : 

But, if it's ordain'd I mauD take him, 
O wha wiU I get but Tam Gkn ? 



Testreen ai the Valentine's dealing, 
My heart to my mou gied a sten ; 

For thrice I dcew ane witbout failipgy. 
And thrice it was written Tam Gleiu 

The last Halloween I was waukin 
My droukit sark-sleeve, as ye ken ;. 

His likeness cam up the house staukin, 
And the very grey breeks o' Tam Gkn ! 

Come counsel, dear Tittie, don't tarry ; 

ril gie you my bonnie black hen, 
Gif ye will advise me to marry 

The bd I lo'e dearly> Tam Glen. . 
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MY TOCHER'S THE JEJFEL. 



O MEIKLE thinks my luve o' my beauty, 

And meikle thinks my luve o' my k*n ; 
But little thinks my luve I ken brawlie, 

My Tocher's the jewel has charms^for himi 
It's a' for the apple he '11 nourish the tree ; 

It's a* for the hiney be'll cherish the bee; 
My laddiä 's sae meikle in luve wi' the silier. 

He can na hae luve to sp^re for me. 

Your proffer a' luve 's an airi'e-penny, 
My Tocher 's the bargain ye wad buy ; 

But an ye be crafty, I am cunnin, 
. Sae ye wi' anither yöur fortuhe^ maun try. 

Ye 're like to the timmer o' yon rotten wood, 
Ye 're like to the bark o' yon rotten tree, 

Ye '11 slip frae me like a knotless thread, 
And ye '11 crack your credit wi* mae nor me. 
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THEX GUIDWIFE COITST THE LAWIK. 



GANE is the day and mirk 's the nig^t, 
But well ne'er straj for üaate o' ligfat, 
For ale and brandy's stars and mooo. 
And blne red wine 's the rysin sun. 

Then guidwife towtt fhe lamn, the lawinj the katm^ 
Thcn guidwife comtt the lawm, and bring a eoggie mär. 

There 's wealth and ease for gentlemen. 
And semple-folk maun fecht and fen ; - 
But here we 're a' in ae accord, 
For ilka man tfaat 's drunk 's a lord« 
Then gtiidw^e count^ SfC. 

My eoggie is a haly pool> 
That heals the wounds o' care and doel,; 
And pleasure is a wanton trout^ 
An' ye drink it a' ye'll find him out. 
Then guidwife count, S^c. 
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fVHAT CAN A YOUNG LASSIE DO IVr 
AN AULD MAN? 

WHAT can a young lassie, what shall a young lassie, 
What can a young lassie do wi' an auld man ! 

Bad luck on the pennie that tempted my minnie 
To seil her poor Jenny for silier an lan* ! 
Bad luck on the pennie, 4'C- 

He 's always compleenin frae momin to e'enin, 
He hosts and he hirples the weary day lang ; 

He 's doyl't and he 's dozin, his blude it is frozen, 
O, dreary 's the night wi' a crazy auld man ! 

He hums and he haiikers, he frets and he cankers, 

I never can please him, do a' that I can ; 
He 's peevish, and jealous of a* the young fellows : 
O, dool on the day I met wi' an auld man ! 

My auld auntie Katie upon me takes pity ; 

I '11 do my endeavour to follow her plan ; 
I '11 cross him, and wrack him, until I heart-break him. 

And then his auld brass will buy me a new pan. 
Vol. im. Q 
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THE ßOyyiE WEE THisa. 



BOXNIE wee tlüng, cannie wee thii«^ 
Lo^tij wee thing wast tbou mioe; 

I wad wear thee in my oosooiy 
Lest mj jewel I äboold tme. 

Wi^hiuIIj I look and langoish 
In tbat bonnie face of thine ; 

And my heart it stoonds wi' anguisb. 
Lest my wee thing be na mine. 

Wity and grace, and love, and beauty. 

In ae constellaiion shine ; 
To adore thee k my duty, 

Goddess o' this soul o' mine ! 
Bonme xcec, SfC. 
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O, FOR ANE AND TJVENTY, TAM ! 

Tune, ' Tue Moudiewort.' 

An 0, for ane and twenty^ Tarn ! 

An hey, sweet ane and tmenty, Tarn ! 
I'll kam my kin a rattlin sang. 

An I saw ane and twenty, Ta?»* 

THEY snool me sair, and haud me down. 
And gar me look like blande, Tarn ! 

But three short years will soon wheel roun', 
And then comes ane and twenty, Tarn. 
An 0, /or ancy ^c. 

A gleib o' lan', a claut o' gear. 

Was left me by my auutie, Tarn ; 
At kith or kin I need na spier, 

An I saw ane and twenty, Tarn. 
An 0, for ane, SfC, 

They '11 hae me wed a wealtliy coof, 

Tho' I mysel* hae plenty, Tam ; 
But hear'st thou, laddie, there's my loof, 
I 'm thine at ane and twenty, Tam ! 
An 0, for ancy SfC, 
Q 2 
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BESS AND HER SPINNING WHEEL. 



O, LEEZK me on my spinning wheeli 
O, leeze me on my rock and reel ; 
Frae tap to tae tbat cleeds me bien, 
y\nd haps me fiel and warm at e'en i 
ril set me down and sing and spin, 
While laigh descends the simmer sun, 
Dlest wi' content, and milk and meal«^ 
O, leeze me on my spinning wbeel. 

On ilka band tbe burnies trot, 
And meet below my tbeekit cot ; 
The scented birk and bawtborn v/bito 
Across tbe pool tbeir arms unite, 
Alike to screen tbe birdie's nest. 
And little fisbes caller rest : 
Tbe sun blinks kindly in tbe bieF; 
Wbere, blythe I tum my spinning wheeK 

On lofty niks the cushats wail, 
And echo cons the döolfu' tale ; 
The lintwhites in the hazel braesj^ 
Delighted, rival ither*s lays : 
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The craik amang the claver hay, 
The paitrick whirrin o'er the ley, 
The swallow jinkin round m3^shie1y 
Amuse me at my spinning wheel. 

Wi'.sma* to seil, and less to buy, 
Aboon distress, below envy, 
O, wha wad leave this humble State, 
For a* the pride of a' the great ? 
Amid their flairing, idle toys, 
Aniid their cumbrous, dinsome joys, 
Can they the peace and pleasure fecl 
Of Bessy at her spinning wheel ! 



O0UNTRY LASSIE. 

IN simmer when the hay was mawn, 

And cörn waVd green in ilka field, 
White claver blooms white o'er the lea. 

And roses blaw in ilka bield ; 
Blythe Bessie in the milking shiel, 

Says rifbe wed come o't what will; 
Out spak a dame in wrinkled eild, 

O* gude advisement coraes nae ill. 
Q 3 
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Its ye bae wooers mony aiie, 

And, lassie, ye're but young ye ken ; 
Then wait a wee, and cannie wale, 

A routhie butt, a routhie ben : 
There 's Johnie o' the Buskie-glen, 

Fu* is bis barn, fu' is bis byre ; 
Tak Ulis frae me, my bonnie hen,^ 

It 's plenty beets the luver's fire. 

Für Johnie o' the Buskie-glen, 

I dinna care a single flie ; 
He loes sae weel bis craps and kye, 

He has nae luve to spare for nie : 
But blythe's the blink o' Robie's e'e^ 

And weel 1 wat he loes nie dear : 
Ae blink o' bim I wad na gie- 

For Buskie-glen and a' bis gear» 

O thoughtless lassie, liFe 's a faughtf . 

Tbe canniest gate, the strife is sair ; 
But ay fu' han't is fecbtin best, 

A hungry care '^s an unco care : 
But some will speiid, and some will sparcy 

An' wilfu' folk maun bae tbeir will ; 
Syne as ye brew, my maideii fair, 

Keep m.ind that ye maun drink the yill» 
6 
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O, gear will buy me rigs o' land, 

And gear will buy me sheep and kye ; 
But the tender heart o' leesome luve, 

The gowd and silier canna buy : 
We may be poor — Robie and I, 

Light is the bürden luve lays on ; 
Content and luve brings peace and joy, 

What mair hae t^ueeiis upon a throne ? 



FAIR ELIZA. 

A GAELIC AIR. 



TURN again, thou fair Eliza, - 

Ae kind blink before we part, 
Rew on thy despairing lover 1 

Canst thou break bis faithfu' heart ! 
Tum again, thou fair Eliza ; 

If to love thy heart denies, 
For pity hide the cruel sentence 

Ünder friendship's kind disguise ! 
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Thee, dear maid, hae I offended ? 

The offence is loving thee : 
Canst thou wreck his peace for eyer, 

Wha for thine wad gladly die ! 
While the life beats in my bosom, 

Thou shalt mix in ilka throe : 
Turn again, thou lovely maiden, 

Ae sweet smile.on me bestow. 



Not the bee upon the blossom, 

In the pride o' sinny noon ; 
Not the little sporting fairy,. 

All beneath the simmer moon ; 
Not the poet in the moment 

Fancy lightens on his e*e, 
Kens the pleasure, feels the rapture, 

That thy presence gies to me. 
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THE POSIE. 

O LUVE will venture in, where it daur na weel be seen, 
O luve \\ill venture in where wisdom ance has been ; 
Bat I will down yon river rove» amäng tlie wood B^t 
green, 
And a' to pu' a posie to tny ain dear May. 

The primrose I will pu', the firßtling o' the year, 
And 1 will pu' the pinkj the emblem o' my dear, 
For she 's the pink o' womankind, and blooms without 
a. peer ; 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

ni pu' the budding rose, when Phebus peeps in view, 
For it's like a baumy kiss o' her s.weetbonnie mou; 
The hyacinth 's for constancy wi' its unchanging blue, 
And a' to be a pösie to my ain dear May. 

The lily it is pure, and the lily it is fair, 
And in her lovely bosom Fll place the lily ther« ; 
The daisy 's for simplicity and unaffected air^ 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 
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The hawthom I will pu', wi' its locks o' silier grey^ 
^Vhere, like an aged man, it Stands at break o' day, 
But the songster's nest within the buah I wiiina Ut 
away ; 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 



The woodbine I v/ill pu' when the e^eniag Btar is near,- 
And the diamond-draps o' dew shall be her e'en sae 

clear ; • 
The violet 's fpr modesty which weel she fo^s to "wear» 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May, 



ril tie the posie round wi' the silken band 6' luve, 
And ril place it in her breast, and TU swear by a' abore, 
That to my latest draught o' life the band sball ne'er. 
remuve, 
And tbis will be a posie to my ain dear May. 



1 



SON««. 



THE BANKS 0' DOON. . 

YE banks and braes o* bönnic Doon, 

How can ye bloom säe fresh and fair ; 
How can ye chant, ye little birds, 

And I sae weary, fu' o' care ! 
Thou'll break my heart, thou warbling bird, 

T^at wantons thro' the flöwering thorn : 
Thou minds me o' departed joys, 

Departed never tö retum. 

Oft hae I rov'd by bonnie Doon, 

To See the rose and woodbine twine ; 
And ilka bird 'sang o' its luve, 

And fondly sap did I o* mine. 
Wi' lightsome heart I pWd a rose, 

Fu' sweet upon its thorny tree; 
And my faüse luver stole my* rose, ' 

But, ah ! he left the thom wi* me. ^ 
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SIC A WIFE AS WILLIE HAD. 

WILLIE Wastle dwalt on Tweed, 
The spot they ca'd it Linkumdoddie, 

Willie was a wabster gude, 

Cou'd slown a clue wi' ony bodie ; 

He had a wife was dour and 4in, 
O Tinkler Madgie was her mither ; 

Sic a tvife a^ Willie had^ 

I xvad na gie a hutton for her. 

She has an e'e, she has but ane, 
The cat has twa the very colour ; 

Five rusty teeth forbye a stump, 
A clapper tongue wad deave a milier ; 

A whiskin beard about her mou^r > 
Her nose and chin they threaten hher ; 
Sic a XDtfe^ 4^. 

She 's bow-hough'd, she 's heia shinn'd, 
Ae limpin leg a band breed shorter ; 

She 's twisted right, she 's twisted left, 
To balance fair in ilka quarter : 
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'She has a hump upon her breasty 
The twin o' that upon her shouthCT ; 
Sic a wifCf ^c. 

Auld baudrans by the ingle sits. 

An' wi' her loof her face a washia -^ 
Sut Willie's wife is nae sae trig, 

She dights her grunzie wi' a hushion | 
Her walie nieves like midden-creels, 
Her face wad fyle the Logan-water j 
Sic a wife as Willie hady 
I wad nagie a ^uitonfor her. 



GLOOMY DECEMBER. 

ANCE mair I hail thee, thou gloomy December ! 

Ance mair I hail thee wi' sorrow and care ; 
Sad was the partiog thou makes me remember, 

Parting wi' Nancy, Oh ! ne'er to meet mair. 
Fondlovers parting is sweet painful pleasure^ 

Hope beaming mild on the «ofit parting hour ; 
But the dire feeling, Ofarewellfor erer, 

Is anguish unmingl'd aud agony pure. 
Vol. in. R 
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'Wild as the xiiDter dow teaiing tbe forest, 

nilll the la5t leaf o* the sanuner is flown. 
Such is the temp^-st has shaken my bosom^ . 

SiDce my last hope and last comfort is gone ; 
Still as I hail thee, thoo gloomj December, 

Still shall I hail thee wi' sorrow and care ; 
For sad was the parting thou makes ine reraember, 

Parting wi' Nancy, Oh, ne'er to meet mair. 



jriLT THOU BE MF DEARIE? 

WILT thou be my dearie ; 

When sorrow wrings thy gentle heart, 
O will thou let me cheer thee ? 

By the treasure öf my soul, 
And that 's the love I beai* thee ! 

I swear and vow, that only thou 
Shall ever be my dearie. 

Only thou, I swear and vow, 

Shall ever be my dearie. 

Lassie, say thou lo'es me ; 

Or if thou wilt na be my ain, 
Say na thou'lt refuse me : 
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If it vvinria, canna be, 
Thou, for thine, may chuse me j 

Let me, lassie, quickly die, 
Trusting that thou lo'es me. 

Lassie, let me quickly die, • 

Trusting that thou lo'es me. ' ^ 



SUE'S FAIR AND FAUSE. 

SH£ 's fair and fause that causes my smart, 

I lo'ed her meikle and lang ; 
She 's broken her vow, she 's broken my heart, 

And I may e'en gae hang. 
A coof eam in wi' rowth o' gear, 
And I have tint my dearest dear, 
But woman is but warld's gear, 

Sae let the bonnie lass gang. ' 

Whae'er ye be that woman love, 

To this be never blind, 
Nae ferlie 'tis tho' fickle she prove, 

A woman has't by kind : 
O woman, lovely, woman fair ! 
An angel form 's faun to thy share, 
Twad been o'er meikle to gien thee mair, 

I mean an angel mind. 
B 2 
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AFTON WATER. 

FLOW gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes. 
Flow gently, TU sing thee a song in thy praise ; 
My Mary 's asleep by thy murmuring strearn. 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb ngt her dream. 

Thou stock-dove whose echo resounds thro' the glen» 
Ye wild wbistling blackbirds in yon thomy den, 
Thou green-crested lapwing, thy screaming forbear, 
I Charge you disturb not my sluihberiog fair. 

How lofty, sweet Afton, thy neighfoouring liiUs, 
Far roark'd with the courses of clear, winding rülij 
There daily I wander as uoon rises high, 
My flocks and my Mar/s sweet cot in my eye. 

How pleasant thy banks and green Valleys below, 
Where wild in the woodlands the primroses bl<yw| 
There oft as mild evening weeps over the Icä, 
The sweet scented birk shades my Mary and me. 

Thy crystal stream, Afton, how lovely it glides 
And winds by the cot where my Mary resides ; 
How wanton tbjr waters her snowy feet lave^ 
As gathering sweet flowerets she stems thy clear wave. 
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, Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes, 
Flow gently, sweet river, the theme of my lays ; 
My Mary 's asleep by thy fourmuring stream, 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream. 



BONNIE BELL. 

THE smiling spring comes in rejpicing. 

And surly wiiiter grimly flies ; 
Now crystal clear are the falling waters, 

And bonnie blue are the sunny skies ; 
Fresh o'er the mountains breaks forth the moming, 

Tlie ev'ning gilds the ocean's swell ; 
All creatures joy in the sun's returning, 

And I rejoice in my bonnie BelL 

The flow'ry spring leads sunny summer,- 

And yellow autumn presses near, 
Then in liis turn comes gloomy y^inter, . 

'Till smiling spring again appear. 
Thus seasons daiicing, life advancing, 

Old thne and nature their changes teil, 
But never ranging, still unchanging 

I adore my bonnie Bell. 
r3 
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THE GALLANT WEAVER. 

WHERE Cart rins rpwin to thc*sea, 
By mony a flow'r and spreading tree> 
There lives a lad, the lad for me. 
He is a gallant weaver. 

Oh I had wooers aught or nine, 
They gied me riftgs and ribboiis fine ; 
And I was fear'd my heart would tine^ 
And I gied it to the weaver. 

My daddie sign'd my tocher-band 
To gie the lad that has the land, 
But to ifty heart I *11 add my band. 
And gie it to the weaver.' 

While birds rejoice in leafy bowers ; 
While bees delight in opening flowers } 
While com grows green in simmer showers^ 
ril love my gallant weaver. 
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WUIS, WBAT RECK I BT TBEEf 

LOUIS, what reck I by thee^ 

Or Geordie on his ocean ? 
Dy vor, beggar loun» to rae, 

I reign in Jeanie's bosom. 

Let her crown my love her law, 
And in her breast entbrone me : 

Kings^and nations, swith awa l< 
Reif randies I disown ye ! 



TOR THE SAKE Ol SOMEBODY^ 

MY heart is saiir, I dara na teil, 

My heart is sair fbr semebody ;. 
I could wake a winter night 
For the sake of somebody. 
Oh-kon ! for somebody ! • 
Oh-hey ! Ibr somebody l - 
I Gould ränge the world around,. 
For tlie sake o^ somebody. 
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Ye pöwerg that smile on virtuous love, 

' O, sweetly smile on somebody \ 
Frae ilka danger keep him free. 
And send me safe my somebody. 
Oh-hon ! for somebody ! 
Oh-hey l fbr somebody l 
I wad do— »what wad 1 not, 
For the sake o' somebody l 



THE LOVELY LASS OF INFERNESS. 

THE lovely lass o' Inverness, 

Nae joy nor pleasure can she see ; 
For e'en and morn she cries, alas ! 

And'ay the saut tearlDÜns her e'e : 
Drumossie moor, Drumossie day, 

A waefu' day it w|w to me> 
For there I lost my father dear^ 

My father dear and brethren three^ 

Their winding sheet the bluidy clay, 
Their graves are growing green to see ; 

And by them lies the dearest lad 
That ever blest a womaa's e'e ! 
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NoMT wae to thee, thou cruel lt)rd, 

A bluidy man I trow thou be ; 
For mony a heart thou hast made sair, 

That ne'er did wrong to thine or thec. 



J MOTHER'S LAMENT FOR THE DEATH 
OF HER SON. ' 

*^ Tune« 'TlNLAYSTOK Hodib/ 

FATE gave the word, ibe arrow sped^ 

And pierc'd my darling's heart i 
And with him all the joys are fled 

Life can to me impart. 
By (ruel hands the sapling drops, 

In dust dishonour'd laid : 
So feil the pride of all my hopes, 

My age's future shade« . 

The mother linnet in tfae brake > . ; 

Bewails her ravish'd ycung ;. 
So I, for my lost darling's sake» 

Lament the live-day long. 
Death, oft I've fear'd thy fatal blow, 

Now, fond I bare my breast, 
O, do thou kindly lay me low 

With him I love at rest ! 
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MAY, THY MORN. 



O MAY, thy mom was ne'er sae sweet, 
As the mirk night o' December ; 

For sparkling was the rosy wine, 
And private was the Chamber : 

And dear was she I dare na name, 
But I will ay remember. 

And deavy SfC. 

And here's to them, that, like oursel, 

Can push about the jorum ; 
And here 's to them that wish us weel, 

May a' that 's gnde watch o'er them ; 
And here 's to them, we dare na tell^ 

The dearest o' the qaorum. 

And here *s to, «J-c. 



so KOS. 1^1 



O, JVAT YE JFHA'S IN YON TOWNf 



O, WAT ye wha's in yon t;own, 

Ye See the ^'enin^sun upon ? 
The fairest dasne 's in yon town, 

Tliat e'enin sun is shining on. 

Now haply down yon gay green sMw : 
- She wanders by yon spreading tree, 
How blest ye fioVrs that round her blaw, 
"Ye catch the glances o' her e'e. 

How blest ye birds that round her sing, 
And welcome in the blooming year» 

And doubly welcome be the spring, 
The season to my Lucy dear. 

The sun blinks blythe on yon töwn, 
And on yon bonnie braes of Ayr ; 

But my delight in yon jtown. 
And deare3t bliss, is Lucy fair. 
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Without my love, not a' tbe charms 
C paradise could yield me joy ; 

But gie me Lucy in my arms. 

And welcome Lapland'js dreary sky. 

My cave wa<jl be a lovcr'« bower, 
Tho' raging winter rent the air^ 

And she a lovely little flower, 
That I wad tent and shelter there. 

O, sweet is shfe in yon town^ 

Yon sinkin sun 's gane tlown updb ; 

A fairer than's in yon town, 

His setting beam ne'er shone upon. 

Jf angry fate is swom my foe, 
' And suffering I am doom'd to bear ^ 

I careless quit aughtvClse below, 
But spare me, spare me, Lucy dean 

For while life's dearest blood is warm, 
^ Ae thought frae her shall ne'er depart^ 

' • And she — as fairest is her form ! 
She has the truest^ kindest heart 
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A RED, RED ROSE. 



O MY luve 's like a red, red rose, 
That's newly Sprung in June : 

my luve 's like the melodie 
That's sweetly pla/d in tune. 

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass. 

So deep in luve am I : 
And I will luve thee still, my dear, 

Till a[ the seas gang dry. 

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear, 
And the rocks nielt wi' the sun : 

1 will love thee still, my dear, 

While the sands o' life shall run< 

And fare thee weel, my only luve ! 

And fare thee weel, a while ! 
And I will come agaiu, my luve, 

Tho' it were ten thousand mile. 

Vol. III. S 
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A VISION. 



AS I stood by yon roofless tower, 

Where the wa'-flower scents the dewy air, 

Whcre' th' howlet rooums in her ivy hower. 
And teils the widnight moon her care, s 

The winds were laid, the air was still, 
The Stars they shot alang the aky ; 

The fox was howling pn the hill, 
And the distant-ecboing glens reply. 

The stream adown Hs hazelly path. 

Was rushing by the ruin'd wa'a, 
HastiDg to join the sweeping Nith, . , 

AVhase distant roaring swelU and fa's« 

The cauld blue north was streaniitig fortb 
Her lights, wi' hissing eerie din ; . 

Athort the lift they-start and shift, 
Like fortune's favouis, tint as win. 
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- By heedless chance I tum'd mine eyes, 

And, by the moon-beam, shook, to sce 
A Stern and stalwart ghaist arise, 
. Attir'd as minstrels wont to be. 

Had I a statue been o' stane, 

His darin look had daunted me; 
And on bis boniiet grav'd was piain, 

The sacred posy — Liberty ! 

And frae bis harp sie strains did flow, 

Might rous'd the slumb'ring dead to hear ;. 

But oh, it was a tale of woe, 
As ever met a Briton's ear ! 

He sang wi' joy his former day, 

He weeping wail'd his latter times ; 
But what he said it was nae play, 

I winna ventur't in my rhymes. 



82 
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THE folUnrng POEMSy found anumg the MSS. ( 
Mr. Bums, are nowfor thtßrst time presented t 
the PubHc. 



HSV pißctfit igr 

COPT OF A POETICAL ADDRESS TO 
MR. WILLIAM TYTLER, 

WITB THE PRSSXNT OF THB BARO's PXCTURE. 



REVERED defender of beautcous Stuart, 

Of Stuart, a name once respected, ' 
A name, which to love was the mark of a true h6art, 

But now 'tis despised and neglected. 

Tho' something like moisture conglobes in my eye, 

Let no one misdeem me disloyal ; 
A poor friendless wand'rer may well claim a sigh, 

Still more, if that wand'rer were royal. 

My fathers, that name have jrever*d on a throne ; 

My fathers have fallen to right it ; 
Those fathers would spurn their degenerate son, 

That name $hould he scoffingly slight'it. 

Still in prayers for K — G — I most heartily join, 

The Q — , and the rest of the gentry, 
Be they wise, be they foolish, is nothing of mine ; 

Their title 's avow'd by my country. 
s 3 
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But why of that epocha make such a fuss, 

But loyalty truce ! we're on dangerous ground, 
AVho knows how the fashions may alter ? 

The doctrine, to-day, that is loyalty sound, 
To-morrow may bring us a halter. - 

I send you a trifle, a head of a bard, ~ 

A trifle scarce worthy your care ; 
But accept it, good Sir, as a mark of regardf 

Sincere as a saint's dying prayer. 

Now life's chilly evening dim shades on your eye. 
And ushers^the long dreary night; , _ 

But you like the star that athwart gilds the sky, 
Your course to the latest is bright. 
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CALEDONIA. 
TuDCi ' Caledonxan hvnt's dsliout.' 

THERE was once a day,but old Time then wasyoung, 

That brave Caledonia, the chief of her line, 
From some of your northern deities sprung, 

(Who knows not that brave Caledonia 's divine ?) 
From Tweed to the Orcades was her domain, 

To huat, or to pasture, or do what she would i 
Her heavenly relations there fixed her reigo. 

And pledg'd her their godheads to Warrant it good. 

A lambkin in peace, but a lion in war,. 

The pride of her kindred, the heroine grew : 
Her grandsire, old Odin, triamphantly swore,— 

" Whoe'er shall provoke thee th' cncountcr shall rüc !" 
^Vith tillage or pasture at times she would sport, 

To feed her fair flocks by her green rustling com ; 
But chiefly the woods were her fav'rite resort, 

Her darling amusement, the hounds and the hora 

Long quiet she reign'd ; tili thitherward steers 
A flight of bold. cagles from Adrians Strand : 

Repeated, succcssive, for many long years, 
They darken'd the air, and they plunder'd the land: 
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Thdr pcKmces were mnrdery and terror tbeir oy, 
Tliey'd conqaer^d and min'd a worki beside; 

She took to her hÜIs, and her arrows let fly, 
The daring mvaden tfaey fled or Übej died. 

The feil Harpy-niTen took wing from tbe norti^ 

The scoorge of the seas, and the dread of iIm iho 
The wild Scandinaviau boar issu'd fbith % 

To wanton in camage and walk>w in göre ; 
O'er countries and kingdoms their fory preraü^d, 

No arta coold afypease üi^m, no arms oould itfM 
But brave Caledonia in vain they assaü'd. 

An Largt well can witness, and Lcmcartie teil. 

The Camelon-savage di9tufi>'d her repofle^ 

With tamulty disiiniet, rebellidn, and ttrife ; 
Provok'd beyond beariug, at last she arose. 

And robb'd him at önce of his hope» and bis lill 
The AngUan lion, the terror of France, 

Oft prowlingy ensangain'd tbe TweedTs silter floc 
But taugbt by the bright Caledomian lance,- 

He learned to fear in his own native wood« 

Thus bold, independent, unconqner'd, and free, 
Her bright coüfse of glory for ever shall run: 

For brave Caledonia immortal must be ; 
ril prove it from EucUd as clear as the snn: 
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Rectangle-triangle, the figure we'U chose, 

The .upright is Chance, and old Time is the base ; 

Biit brave Caledonia 's the hypothenuse ; 

Then ergo, she '11 match the^i, aad match them al ways. 



THE following Poem was written to a Gentletnan 
who had sent him a newipaper^ and bffered to 
continue it free of expense. 

KIND Sir, I 've read your paper througb, 
And faith, ^to me, 'twaJs really new ! 
How guessed ye, Sir, what maist I waqted ? 
This mony a day I 've graiu'd and gaunted, 
To ken what French mischief was brewin ; 
Or what the drumlie Dutch were doin ; 
That vile doup-skelper, Emperor Joseph, 
If Venus yet had got his nose off; 
Or how the collieshangie works 
Atween the Russiaqs and the Turks ; 
Or if the Swede, before he halt, 
Would play anither Charles the twalt : 
If Denmark, cgiy body spak o'j ;. 
Or Poland, wha had now the tack o't; 
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How cut-tbroat Prussian. blades were bingin , 

How libbet Italy was singin ; 

If Spaniard, Portuguese, or Swiss, 

Were sayin or takin aught amiss : 

Or how 6ur merry lads at hame, 

In Britain's court kept up the game : 

How royal George; the Lord leuk o'er him ! 

Was managing St. Stephen's quorum ; 

If sleekit Chatham Will was livin, 

Or.glaikit Charlie got his nieve in; 

How daddie Burke the plea was cookiii, 

If Warren Hastings' neck was yeukin ; 

How cesses, Stents, and fees were rax'd^ 

Or if ba^e &— s Jret were tax'd ; 

The news o' princes, dukes, and earls, 

Pimps, sharpers, bawds, and opera^girk ; 

If that daft buckie, Geordie W * * • «, 

Was threshin still at hizzies taik, 

Or if he was grown oughtlins douser, ^ 

And no a perfect kintra coosef, 

A' this and mair I nevcr heard of ; 

And but for you I «light despair'd of. 

So gratefu', back your news I send you, 

And pray, a' gude things may attend you ! 
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POEM ON PASTORAL POETJOT. 



HAIL Poesie ! thou Nymph reseiVd ! 
In chase o* thee, what crowds hae swerv^d 
Frae common sense^ or &unk eneiVd 

'Mang heafps o' clavers ; 
And och ! o'er. aft tby Joes hae starv'di 

Mid a' ihy £avor8 ! 

Say, Lassiei wby tby traixt amang, 
Whiie loudi the tnimp's beroic olang^ 
And sock or buskin skelp alaxig 

To deatb ormarnage ; 
Scarce aoie haa tried the sbepberd-sang 

But wif miscarriage ? 

In Homer's craft Jodi Milton.thriyeB ; 
Escbylus' pen WillrSbakei^peafe drives; 
Wee Pope, the kourlm^ 'ÜU bkn rxvea 

Horatian fame $ 
In tby sweet Mng» Barbauld^ miyifeB 

BYa&Sapphoüaifla 
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But thee, Theocritus, wha matcHes ? 

They 're ho herd's ballats, Maro's catches ^ 

Squire Pope but busks bis skinklin patches 

O' beathen tatters : 
I pass by hunders, nameless wretches, 

That ape tbeir betters. 

In tbis braw age o' wit and lear, 
Will nane the Shepherd's whistle mair 
Blaw sweetly in its native air 

And ruräl grace ; 
And wi' the far-fam'd Grecian share 

A rival place ? 

Yes ! there is ane ; a Scottish callan ! 
There 's ane ; eome forrit, honest Allan ! * 
Thou need na jouk bebint the ballan, 

A cbiel sae clever ; 
The teeth o' Time may gnaw Tamtallaü, 

But thou 's for ever. 

Thou paints auld hature to the nines, - 

In thy sweet Caledonian lines ; 

Nae gowden stream thro' myrtles twines, 

Where Philomel, 
While nightly breezes sweep the vines, 

Her griefs will teil ! 
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lu gowany glens thy burnie slrays, 
Where bonnie lasses bkach tbeir cla^s ; 
Or trots by hazelly sbaws and braes, 

Wi' hawthoras gray, 
Where blackbirds join the shepherd's lays 

At close o' day. 

.Thy rural loves are nature's sei ; 
Nae bombast spates o' nonsense swell ; 
Nae snap conceits, but that sweet spell 

O' witchin love, 
That charm, that can the strengest quell, 

The stemest move. 



ON THE BATTLE OF SHERIFF-MUIR, 
Between the Duke of Argyle and the Earl of Mar* 

" O CAM ye here the fight to shun> 
" Or herd the sheep wi' me, man ? 
** Or wäre ye at the Sherra-muir,' 
** And did the battle see, naan ?'' 
I saw the battle, sair and toughj 
And reekin-red ran mony a sheugh, 
My heart, for fear, gae sough for sough, 
To hear the thuds, and see the cluds 
O' clans frae woods, in tartan duds, 
W^a glaum'd at kingdoma three, man. 
Vol. III. i:. 
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The red-coat lads wi* black cockades 

To meet them were na slaw, man ; 
They rush'd and push'd, and blude outgush'd, 

And mony a bouk did fa*, man : 
fhe great Argyle led on bis files, 
I wat they glanced twenty miles : 
They hack'd and hash'd, while broad swords dash'd, 
And thro' they dash'd, and hew'd and smash'd, 

'Till fey ihen died awa, man, 

But had you seen tbe 4)hilibegs, 

And skyrin tartan trews, man, ' 

When in the teeth they dar'd our whigs, 

And coYönant true blues, man; 
In lines extended lang and large, 
When bayonets oppoö'd the targe. 
And thousands hasten'd to the charge, 
Wi' highland wrath they frae the sheath 
Drew blades,o' death, 'tili, out o' breath, 
They fled like frighted doos, man. 

'* O how deil Tam can that be true ! 

" The chase gaed frae the north, man ; 
** I saw myself, they did pursue 

" The horsemen back to Forth, man; 
" And at Dunblane in my ain sight, , 

" They took the brig wi' a' their might, 
" And straught to Stirling winged their fiight; 
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" But, cursed lot ! the gates were sliut ; 
" And mony a huntit, poor red-coat 
" For fear amaist did swarf, man." 

My sister Kate cam up the gate ' 

Wi' crowdie unto me, man ; 
She swoor she saw some rebels run 

Frae Perth unto Dundee, man : 
Their left-hand general had nae skill, 
The Angus lads had najB good will 
That day their neebers blood to spill ; 
For fear, by foes, that they should lose 
Their cogs o' brose ; «11 crying woes, 

And so it goes you see, man. 

They've lost some gallant genttemen, 

Amang the Highland clans, man j 
I fear my lord Panmure is slain, 

Or fallen in whiggish hands, man : 
Now wad ye sing this double figlit, 
Some feil for wrang, and some for right ; 
But mony bade the world gude-night ; 
Then ye may teil, how pell and mell, 
By red claymores, and muskets knell, 
Wi' dying yell, the tories feil, 

And Whigs to'hell did flee, man« 
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SKETCH.— NEW YEAR'S DAY. 
To Mrs. DUNLOP. 

THIS day, Time winds th' exhausted chain, 
To run the twelvenionth's length again : 
1 »ee the old, bald-pated fellow,' 
With ardent eyes, complexion sallow, 
Adjust the unimpair'd machine, * 
To wheel the equal, duU routine. 

The absent lover, minor heir, 

In vain ass^il him with their prayer, 

Dcaf as my friend, he sees them press, 

Nor makes the hour one moment less. 

Will you (the Major's with the hounds, 

The happy tenanta shäre his rounds ; 

Coila's fair Rachel's care to day, 

And blooming Keith 's engaged with Gray j) 

From housewife cares a minute borrow — 

— That grandchild's cap will do to-raorrow— 

And join with me a moralizing, 

This day 's propitious to be wise ih. 

First, what did yesternight deliver ? 

*' Another year is gone for ever." 

And what is this day's strong Suggestion ? 

^^ The passing moment '^s all we vest ou !** 
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Rest on — for what ? what do we hete ? 
Or why regard the passing year ? 
Will Time, amus'd with proverb'd lore, 
Add to our date one mipute more ? 
A few days may — a few years must— ' 
Repose us in the silent dust. 
Then is it wise to damp our bliss ? 
Yes^ — all such reasonings are amiss ! ^ 
The voice of nature loudly cries, 
And many a message from the skiesi 
That something in us never dies : 
That on this frail, uncertain state^ 
Hang matterslof eternal weight ; - - 
That future liie in worlds- unknoww 
Must take it^ hue from this alone ; 
Whether as heavenly glory bright,- , ' 
Or dartf as misery 's woeful night:— 
Since tuen, my honour'd^ first of friends, 
On this poor being adl depends ; 
Let US th' important now enjploy, 
And live as those who nev«r die. 
Tho' you, with days and honours crown'd, 
Witness that filial oircle round, 
(A sight life's sorrows to repulse, •' 
A sight pale envy to convulse,) 
Others now claim your chief regard 5 
Yourself) you waH your bright reward.' 
T.3 
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EXTEMPORE, on the late.Mr. William Smeliie, 
author ^of tJie FhUosophy of Natural Histori/, 
and member of the Antiquarian and Roj/al Socie- 
ties of Edinburgh, 

TO Crochallan came 
The old cock'd hat, the grey surtout, the same; 
Ilis bristling beard just rising in its might, 
'Twas four long nights and days to shaving night, 
His uncombed grizzly locks wild staring/ thatch'd, 
^ A head for thought profound and clear, unmatch'd \ 
Yet tho' his caustic wit was biting, rade, 
His heart was warm, benevolent, and good* 



POETICAL INSCRIPTION, for an Altar io In- 
dependence at Kerrouchtry^ tltt seai of Mr.Herw; 
türitten in Summer J795« 

THOU of an independent mind 

With soul resolv'd, with soul resign'd ; 

Prepar'd Power's proudest frown to brave, 

Who wilt not be, nor have a sla^ve ; 

Virtue alone wHo dost revere, *J 

Thy own reproach alone dost fear, J 

Approach tbis shrine, and worsbip herc. • 
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SONNET, ON THE DEATH OF ROBERT 
RIDDELy ESQ. 

OF GLEN RIDDEL; APRIL 1794. 

NO more, ye warblers of the wood, no more, 
Nor pour your descant, grating, on my soul : 
Thou youDg-eyed Spring, gay in thy verdant stole, 

More welcome were to me^rim winter's wildest roar. 

How can ye charm, ye flow'rs, with all your dyes ? 
Ye blow upon the sod that wraps my friend : 
How can I to the tuneful strain attend ? 

That strain flows round th' untimely tomb where Rid- 
del lies. . 

Yea, pour, ye warblers, pour the notes of wo«, 
And soothe tke Virtues weeping on thia hier : 
The Man of Wortk, and has not left his peer, 
Is in his " narrow house" for ever darkly low. 

Thee, Spring, again with joy shall others greet ; 
Me, mem'ry of my Iqss will only meet» 



212 EüRirs' poeäts; 

MONODY, ON A LADY FAMED lOK 
HER CAPRICE. 



IIOW cold is that bosom which folly once fired, 
How pale is that cheek where the rouge- latefy 
glistened; 

How silent that tongue which the echoes oft tired', 
How duU is that ear which to flattery so listened. 

If sorrow and anguish their exit await, 

Fr cm friendship and dearest affection removed'^ 

How doubly severer, Eliza, thy fate, ^ 

Thou diedst unwept as thou livedst unloved; 

Loves, Graces, and Virtues, I call not on you; 

So shy, grave, and distant, ye shed not a teär : 
But come, all ye offspring of Folly so true, 

And flowers let us cull for EHza's cold bier^ 

We '11 search through the garden for each silly flower, 
We '11 roam through the forest for each idle weed ;■ 

But chiefly the nettle,. so typical, shower, 

For none e'er approach'd her but ru'd the rash deed. 
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We'll sculpture the marble, we'll measure the lay ; 

^Here Vanity strums on her idiöt lyre ; 
There keen Indignation shall dkrt on her prey, 

Which spurning Contempt shall redeem from bis ire. 

THE EPITAPH. 

Jlere lies, now a prey to insulting neglect, \ 

W hat once ^as a butterfly, gay in life's beam : 

Want only of wisdom denied her respect, 
Want only of goodness denied her csteem. 



ANSWER to a Mandate sent by the Sufxeyor of'the 
Windows, carriages, S^c. to each f armer ^ ordering 
kirn to send a signed list of hü horses, servantSf 
wheel'Carriages, SfC, and whether he was a married 
man or a backelor, and wkat chUdren they had* 

SIR, as your mandate did request, 
I send you here a faithfu' liöt, 
My horses, servants, cart8,"and graith, 
To which I'm free to tak roy aith. 

Imprimis, then, for carriage cattle, % 

I hae four brutes o' gallsCnt mettto, > 

A3 evendrew before a pettle. ) 
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My kand-aforcy a guid auld has-been^ 
And wight and wilfu' a' his days seen ; 
My hand-a-kiny a gude brown filly, 
Wha aft has borne me safe frae Killie^ 
* And your auld borough, mony a time^ 
In days wlien riding was na crime : 
My fur-a-hin, a guid, gray beasV 
As e'er in tug or tow was trac'd : 
The fourtb, a Highland Donald hasty^ 
A d-mn d red-wud, Kilbumie blastie. 
For-by a cowte, of cowtes the wale^ 
As ever ran before a tail j 
An' he be spar'd to be a beast, 
He '11 draw me fifteen pund at leact-' 

Wheel carriages I hae but few, 
Three carts, and twa are feckly new ; 
An auld wheel-barrow, mair fpr teken, 
Ane leg and baith tbe trams are broken ; 
I made a poker o* the spindle, 
And my auld mither brunt the trundle,. 
For raen, I 've thfee inischievous boya,^ 
Run-deils for rantin and for noise ; 
A gadsman ane, a thresher tother, 
Wee Davoc hauds the nowte in fother.^ 
I rule them, as I ought, discreetly, 
Aq4 ofteu labour tbem completely«^ 
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And ty on Sundays duly nightly, 
I on the questions tairge them tightly, 
'Till faith wee Davoc 's grown saCx gleg, 
(Tho* scarcely langer than my leg,) 
.He '11 screed you bffeffectual calling, 
As fast as ony in the dwalling. 



I've nane in female servant Station, 
Lord Jceep me ay frae a' temptation ! 
I hae nae wife, and that my bliss is, 
And ye hae laid nae tax on misses ; 
For weans Tni mair than weel contented, 
Hcaven sent me ane mair than I wanted ; 
My sonsie, smirking, dear-bought Bess, 
She Stares the daddie in her face, 
Eiiough of ought ye like but grace. 
But her, my bonny, sweet, wee lady, 
Fve said enough for her already, 
And if ye tax her or her mither, 
By the L — d ye'se g^t them a' thegither ! 

And now, remember, Mr. Alken, 

Nae kind of licence out I'm taking. 

Thro' dirt and dub for life Pil paidle, 

£re I sae dear pay for a saddle ; 

I've sturdy jstumps, the Lord be thanked !; 

And a' my gates on fpot i'lli&hank ^t. - 



2l6 BÜENS' to%Jis ; 

This list wi' my ain hand Fve vrote it, 
The day and date as under uoted ; 
Then know all ye whom it coiicenis, 
, Sitbscripsi huiCf ^ 

ROBERT. BüRNSi, 



SONG. 



NAE gentle dames, tfao* e*er sae fair, 
Shall ever be my muse's care ; 
Their titles a' are empty show ; 
Gie me my highland lassie, O, 

Witinn the glen sae bushj/, 0, 
Ahoon the plain sae rushy, O9 
I sei me down wi* right good wül ; 
To sing mj/ highland lassie^ 0. 

Oh, were yon hilb and Valleys mine, 
Yon palace and 3K>n gardens fine ! 
The World then the love should know 
I bear my higl4and lassie, O« 
Withimhe glm^S^c. 
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But fickle fortune frowns on nie, * 
And I maun cross the raging sea ; 
But while my crinison currents flow 
ril love my highland lassie, O. 
" JVUhin the gkn^ ^-c, 

Altho* thro' fofeign climes I ränge, 
I know her heart will never change, 
For her bosom burns with honour's glow, 
My faithful highland lassie, O. 
JVitiin the gkn, ^c. 

For her TU dare the billoVs roar, 
For her TU trace a distant shore, 
That Indtan wealth may lustre throw 
Around my highland lassie, O. 
IFithin the glen^ SfC. 

She has my heart, she has my hand, 
By sacred truth and honour's band ! 
Till the mortal stroke shall lay me low, 
I 'm thine, my highland lassie, Q. 

Tareweil the gkn sae^bushy, / 
FäreioeU the plain sae rushy, O ! 
To other lands J nov> must go • 
To sing my highland lassie, ! 
Vol. III. JJ' 



218 BUKNS' POEirs ; 



IMPROMPTU, ON MRS. 
BIRTH'DAY^ 

KOVEMBER 4, ^1753» 



OLD Winter with bis frosty beard» . , r ' . 
Thus once to Jove iis prayer preferred ; 
What have I done of. all the year, 
To bear this hated doom severe? 
My cheerless suns no pleasure know; . . 
Night's horrid car drags, dreary, slow : 
My dismal months no joys are crowning, 
But spleeny English, banging, drowningr - < 

Now, Jove, for once be migbty civil, 
To counterbalai\ce all this evil ; / 

Give me, and Fve no more to say>. 
Give me Maria's natal day I 
That brilliant gift will so enrich me^ 
Spring, Summer, autumn, cannot match me ; 
'Tis done ! says Jove ; so ends my story, 
And winter once rejoic'd in glory. 
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jtDDRi::SS^TO A ladt: ' 



OH, wert th<ou in the cauM blast, 

On yonder lea, on yonder lea ; 
My plaidie to the angry airt, 

Fd shelter thee, Fd shelter thee : 
Or did misfortune's bitter storms 

Around thee blaw, around thee blaw, 
Thy bield should be my bosom, 

To share it a', to share it a'. 

Or were I in tVe wildest was^te, 

Sae blftüik ood bare, sae black and bare, 
The desert were a paradise, 

If thou wert there, if thou wert ther«. 
Or were I monarch o' the globe, 

Wi' thee to reign, wi' thee to reigu j 
The brightest jewel in my crown, 

Wad be my queen, wad be my queeü. 



w 2 
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TO A YOUNG LADY, 

MISS JESSY L- , PÜMFUIES; 

Whk Su^ki wlibl) tkt lädfd |})«ient«d hwi 



THINIC be tho volumö», J«88y fair, 
And witfa them take the poet*8 prayer; 
That fate niay in her fairest page, 
With every kindliest, best presage» 
Of future bliss, enroll thy namef : 
With native worth^.and spotless fiamey 
And wakeful cautlon still aware 
Of ill— but Chief) man's felon inare ; 
All blameless joys on earth we find. 
And all the treasures of the mind — 
These be thy guardian and reward ; 
So prays thy faithful friend, ihe Bord. 
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SONNET^ writtm on the QotJt ofJanuary^ 1793, the 
hirth-day i)fthe Author, on hearing a thrush sing 
. in a morning walk. 



SING on, sweet thrush, upon the leafless bough ; 
Sing on, sweet bird, I listen to thy strain : 
See aged winter, 'mid his surly reign, 

At thy blith carol clears ^is furrow'd bröw. 

So in lone poverty's dominion drear, 

Sita meek Content with light unanxious heart, » 
Welcoines the rapid moments, bids them part, 

Nor asks if they bring aught to hope or fear. 

I thank thee, Author of this opening day ! 
^ Thou whose bright sun now gilds yon orient skies 1 

Riches denied, thy boon was purer joys, 
What wealth could never give nor take away ! 

Yfet cöme, thou child of poverty and care ; 
The mite high Heaven bestowed, that mite with thee 
I'U share. 



V 3 



22i! fiüÄNs' ^OEMS; 



EXTEMPORE, fo Mr. S**E, m refusing to düu 
with htm, oft fr having been promised the ßrsi of 
Company, and theßrst of cookery ; 17tS DecendfCTf 
1795. 

NO more of your guests, be they titled or not, 

And cook'ry the first in the nation : 
^Vho is proof to thy personal converse and wit, 
, Is proof to all other temptation. . 



TO Mr. 5**£, täth a present of a Bozen of Forter. 

Oy HAD the malt thy strength of iniud, 

Or hops the flavoar of thy wit ; 
^were drlnk for first of human kindj 

A gift that e'en for S * ^e w^e fit. 

Jerusalem Tavern, Dumfries, 
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THE DUMFRIES VOLUNTEERS. 

Tone« <PusB abovt tum joevm.' 

AprU, 1795. 

DOES haughty Gaul Invasion tfareat i 

Then let the loons beware, sir, 
There's wooden walls upon our seas, 

And volunteers on sbore^'sir. 
The Nith shall run to Corsincon, 

And Crififel sink in Solway, 
Ere we permit a foreign foe 

On British ground to rally ! 

Fall de roll, ^c. 

O, let US not like snarling tykes 

In wrangling be divided ; 
^ill slap come in an unco loon 

And wi' a rung decide it. 
> Be Britain still to Britaio true, 

Amang oursels united ; 
For never but by British hands 
Maun British wrangs be righted. 
Fall de rall, ^c. 



224 BUEVS^- POEHS; 

The kettle o' the kirk and State, 
Perhaps a claut may fail in 't ; 

But deil a foreigh tinkler loon 
Sball ever ca' a nail in't. 

Our fatheuB binde tbe kettle bought. 
And wha wad dare to spoil it^ 

By heaven the sacrilegious dog 

, Shall fuel be to böil it. ' 

TaU de rall, ^. 



The wretch that wad a tyrant own, . 

And the wretch his true-bom brother, 
Who would set the mob aboon the throne^ 

May they be damned together. . 
Who will not sing, " God save the King," 

Shall hang as high 's the steeple> 
But, while we sing, '* God save the King," 

We'U ne'er forget the People. 
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POEM, 

ADDRBSSED TO MR. MITCHELL, COLLECXOA Of 

FRIEMD of^^tbe Poett tried und leal, 
Wha» wanting thee, migbt beg or steal ; 
Alake, alake the meikle deil 

Wi' a' hifl witches 
Are at it, ekelpin ! jig and reel. 

In my poor pouches. 

I modestly fu' &üi wad hint it| 
That one pound onCf I eairly want it ; 
If wi' the hizzie down ye sent it, 

It would be kind ; 
And wbile my heart wi* lUe-^blood dunted 

I'd bear't inmind. 

So may the auld year jgang out moaning 
To see the new come laden, groaning, 
Wi' double plenty o'er the loanin 

To thee and thine ; 
Domestic peace and comforts crowning 

The hail design. 



22S nuaKs' POEMS ; 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Ye Ve heard this while how I 've been licket, 
And by feil death was uear]y nicket : 
Grim loon ! he gat me by the fecket, 

And sair me sheuk : 
But by gude luck I lap a wicket. 

And turn'd a neuk. 

But by that health, I '\e got a share o\ 
And by that life, I 'm proniised mair oH, 
My hale and vreel TU take a care b't 

A tentier way 2 
Then farewell, folly, hide and hair o't 

For ance and aye« 



Sent to a Gentleman whom he had qffended. 

THE friend whom wild from wisdom's way, 
The fumes of wine infuriate send ; 

(Not moony madness more astray ;) 
Who but deplores that hapless friend ? 

Mine was th' insensate frenzied part. 
Ah why should I such scenes outlive ! 

Scenes so abhorrent to my heart 1 
Tis thine to pity and forgive. 
6 
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POEM ON LIFE, 

ADD]t£Sl»ED TO COLQKEL DE TS,X^TZB^ 

• ■ ■ • »'. ' ■ I* 

' DUHFRIES, 179^, 

-I ♦ ■• ' • 

MY honour^cl oolonel, deep tieel 
Your interest in the Poet's weal ; 
Ah ! now si^a^/iieart hftel to speel 

r . . The- steep FarnassuSt 
Surrounded ihus by bolus pill, 

' And potion glasses. 

O what a canty. warld were it, 
, Would pain and care, and sickness spare it ; 
And fortune favour worth and merit, 

As they deserve 4 
(And aye a rowth, roast beef and claret ; 

Syne wha would starve ?) 

Dame life,,tiio' fictio» out may trick her» 
And in paste gems and frippery deck her ; 
Oh ! flickering, feeble, and unsicker 

I 've found her still, 
Ay wavering like the willow wicker, 

Tween good and ill. 



fi8 fiunKft' POXU5; 

Theo that curst carmagnole, auld Sataii^ 
' tVatches, like bawd'rohs by a rattan, 
Our sinfu' saul to .get a ciaute ov 
Wi' felon ire ; 
Syae, vihip ! hb tail ye^H ne'ef caät saut otiy 
HeV off like fire« 

Ah ! Nick, ah :Kicky it ifi na fmr, 
First shewing us the tempting wäre, 
Bright wines aad bonnie lasses rare» 

To put US daft; 
Syne weave, unseen, thy spider snare 

O* heU's damned waft. 

Poor man the flie, aft bizzes l^, 
And aft as cbance he cozne^ thee nigb, 
Thy auld damned elbow: yenks wi' joy» 

And hellish pleasure ; 
Already in thy iuscy^s eye, 

Thy sicker treasure. 

Soon heels o'er gowdie i in he gangs» 
And lil^e a sh^e'p-head on a tangs, 
Thy girning laugh enjoys bis pangs 

And murdering wrestle, 
As dangling in the wind he hangs 

A gibbet's tassel. 



KKW PXEOftS.' t^9 

But lest yöu tbink I am ancivil, 

To plague yaa witb tbi» draimting drivel» 

Abjuring a' mtentions'evü, 

I qiiat my pen : 
Tbe Lord preserve us frae tbe devil f 

Amen ! amen f 



ADDRESS TO THE TOOTH-ACHE. 



MY curse upon your veuom'd stang, 
Tbat shoots my tortur'd gums alang ; 
And thro' my lugs gies mony a twang, 

Wi' gnawing yengeance ; 
Tearing my nerves wi' bitter pang, 

« Like racking engme» ! 

When fevers burn, or ague freezes, 
Rheumatics gnaw^ or cbolk sc^ueeees ; 
Our neigbboar's^sympathy raay ease ns^ 

Wi' pityii>g mo«m ; 
But ih^&-«tbou bell o' a' diseases, 

Ay mocks our gioaa ! 

VoL.nL X 
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Adown my beard the slavens trickl^ ! 
I throw the wee stool^ o'^r^the mickle, 
As round the fire the |;iglet8 Ij^eckle, 
To see nie loup ; 
While raving mad^ I wi:A *a hcitskk / 1 i 7/ u . 
' Welre iÄ-»tliöi* doupg ^ /- 

O' a the num^rouÄbtimaii dools* 'M;^ /• 
111 har'sts, daft bargam», ctti^l^Töoi&^^t .i> 
Or worthy friends rak'd i' the mools, 

. $ad sight to see ! . . 
The tricks o' knaves, or ffwh o' ipofe,^ 

Thou bear'st the gree. 

Where'er that place be, priests ca' hell, 
Whence a' the tones o' inis'ry ypll^ . 
And ranked plagues their numbers telSi^ 

In dbrea<Wu'7-aw, ' * . , 
Thou, TooTH^ii.C9£« surely l>ear^:st iheWll 

Amang them a' ! 

O thou grim, mischief-making chiely 
That gars th^ notea of düqord squeel^ , ^ 
'Till daft mankind aft dance a reel . 

In göre a shoe-thick ;rr- 
Gie a' the fae$ o' Scotland's weal ^, 

A, towmond's Toptli-aclie ! 
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'^■'■"' SONG. ' ■ . 

Tune, 'MoRAo/ 

O WHA k;/sfe«[^i|jtto>p}e, 

Andli^ft ]«y.hej||*t a fcpeping ? 
O sweet is she that lo'es me, 

As dews pl «umpier weeping, 

f'^';'^^^^^^cia)jit7s.- --^ ■ ;-. 

that ^fthe i^siÜ ö'rny heart, 

My lassie ever dearer ^ ► 

thaiU tAe quem o* woman kind^ 
Anß. n€*€r a am to peer her, 

If tl^pu sBait me^t a lasBie, 

In grac^ and beauty charming, ^ '* - 
Tlmt e'fen thy chosen lasBie, *■ 

Ere while thy breast sae warmiug^*''' 

Ha,d ne'er sie powers alarming. 
Othat'Sf^c. 

U^ i' 

If thoü hadst heard her talk^g, 
» And thy attentions plighted, 
That ilka body talking, 

But her by thee is slightcd ; 

And thou art all delighted. 

that 's, ^c. 

x2 



tont xttf ft)Vft* ro^un ; 

If thou hast met this fair one; 
When frae her thou bast paiftedf 

U every other fair onu, , 
But her thou hast deiertedi^ 
And thou art brokeu bearted.-^ 

■ -ry\ ■ ^T^/\ {lä 

J(XnCEY'8ta*en«i^^pÄr6nfeklS^^^'" -'^^^^^ 
0'«r the mountaihfl lib4i ^'«7 '"' '"^\ ' 

And with him is ä' my blies. '' 

Nought but grlefii v^ith ttie feniaiii. 






Spare my luve» ye winde that blaw» 
Plaahy sieets aaä beddng imiii f ' ' 

Spare my kve» thoü fbatlMry iiMtWt 
Drifting o'er th« froien pfein 1 

When the «hadea of evening creep 
O'er the day's fair, gladsoine e*ei '* 

Sound and^fläfely may he sleep, 
Sweetly blythe his'watikening be! 

He will think on her he loves, 
Fondly he'Jl repeat her name ; 

For where'er he distant roves, 
Jocke/s heart is still at hame. 



;iiJ 
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SONG. 






MY Peggy's face, jny Pcggy's form, 
'Hie frost of Hermit age might warm ; 
My Peggy's worlh, my P^ggy*s mind, 
Might chai;pa tUe, first of human kimiv 
I love my Peggy's apgel air, , 
Her face so truly, Ueavenly fair, 
Her naüve grace so void of art, 
But I adore my Peggy's heart. 

The lily's hue, the rose's dye, 
The kindling lustre of an eye*; . 
Who but owns their magic sway, 
Who but knoWs they all Üecay ! . 
The tender thrill, the pityipg tear, . 
The generous purpose, nobly dear, 
The gentle look, that rage disarmti ^ 
These are all immortal charros. 



x3 
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Ui ■ yl.'J "« >l -"* f 



WRITTEN^in a wrapper incl^ismg a^I^Her to Capt. 
ÜjGrose, to he left idth Mr. Cardonncl, Aiitiquarian, 



Tune> * SiR John MALcom«' , v 

. '■ -■ :: dir 

KEN yeoughto'CäiptainO^öße?''' 

h^y ff ogo. 
If he's amanghis friehds'ör fö^s!' • 
Iram, eoramy dago. 

Is he Soutb, pr is he North ? 

Jgo, Sf ago. 
Or drowned in thc river fortb'l 

Iram, aor^m, dißgo. 

Is he slain by Highland bodiefi i 

And eateu \\^e a weatfaer-hag^ \ 
Jram, coratni dagü. 

Is he to Abramis bosom gane ? 

^go> Sr ago. 
Or haudin Sarah by the warne ? 

Jramj coram, dago. 



il 



Where'er he be, the Lord be near him ! 

Jgo, Sr ago. 
As for the deil, he daur na steer him, 
^ ' Jrim, iorami dagtK 

But please transmit th' inclosed letter, 

Which will oblige yöur humble debtor, 
Iram^coranif dago. 

So may ye 1^^ auld^ 8t;apes, in störe, 

The very stanes that Adam bore, 
IratHy eoroMh dagg. 

So may ye get in glad posaedsion ; . 

Ig09 4- ^^•^ 
The coins o' Satan's coronation ! 

Iram,cor4tmijdagü. ,, » > 



■•.i .Jv 



'%:. 



2dS BURKS' POBMS; ^ 

TO ROBERT GRAHAM, jtsQ. 

. OF FINTRY. - v- A 

ON RECEiviNG ▲ r£vo\m» 



I CALL no goddess to inspircj> my strain;, 
A Ubled Muse may suit a bard tbat feigns; 
Friend of my life ! my ardent spirit bums» . 
And all the tribute of my beart retürns, 
For boons acTcorded, goodness €ver new, 
The gift still dearer, as the giver you. 

Thou orb of day ! thou other paler light ! 
And all ye many sparkling stars of night ; 
If aught that giver from my mind efface ; 
If I that giver's bounty e'er disgrace ; 
Then roll to me, along your wandering spheres, 
Only to humber out a villain's years ! 






■» 
AN honeit man MW HU qjPrat» 
As e*er God with bis Image blesti 
The friend ot mäh) ihe friend of truth ; 
The friend of age» and guide of youth : 
Few hearts like bis, with Tirtue warm'di, 
Few h«i!(fä wiÜi'kiio^ii^l^g^ so inform^^d j \ 
If thei^^ef^ änöther world, be Uvea üi bim ; 
If there is none, be made the best of this. 






A GRACß BEFORE DINNEfL ^ ,, 

."•{'■ II f j • ■ . . 1/'.':* I 



■ ::i 
ll 



O THOÜ, %fao kiadfy dost furovid« 

For cvery creature's want ! 
We bless tbee» God of nature wide, , .i 

Tot all thy goodnesa lent : 
And, if it please tbee, heavenly guide, 

May Jiever worae be aent ; 
But whetber granted, or denied, 

Lord bless na with content ! 
Amen ! 



:>% \(i:i" 
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SENSIBILITY bp?|f, cbwRiijg^ ^ .^^,, , .^ " 

But distress wi^Ubcvjx^jf^ijoinjf^ , i 
Thou hast also known too well ! 

Forest fiower, bebold i£e lily, 

Blooxning in the sunny ray : 
Let^he blast sweep o'er the 'v<d}cjji^ . 

See it prostrate on the clay. 

'■ .■ ■ , r;!'^-?;. : 

Hear the wood^lark charni the foreatt^. 

Te)ling o'er his iittle joys : : 
Hapless bird ! a prey the sureit» p^ 

To each pirate of the skies, 

Dearly bought, the hidden treaiurct, :; 

Finer feelings can bestow i 
Chords that vibrate sweetest pleaaure^ 

Thrill the deepest notes of woe. 



NEW PIEGES. 23$ 

' ;.;..■ ' ■• t .^ • - :•• 

A VERSE composed and repeated hy Bums^ to tht 

in the HigUimd^'^h^^e ke had been hospitably 

entertam<L 

-TT la A\ ■„'f. . . ' ^■ 

WHEN death's dark stream I ferry o'er, • 
A time üÄSWfgfy shÄl.dbide? «'''-' ^ 
In Hea^ afelVflTatk^no more, -^^ 



Than jÄVff «ipfäütf i^tfä)toe; • 



1 .;ji 



FAKEWEIL TajiTKESHmm^ 

SCEN,ES of vroe and scenes of pleasurCi 

Sc^heis that foritter tliaö^h1»*''redc^i *^ 
Scene& of woe and scenes of pleasure^ 

Now asad and last adieu ! — '* 

■ * * 
Bonny Doov sae sweet at gloaming, 

FacÄ( tfice* weel before I gangf * • • -^' 
Bonny Doon, ^hare, early roaäiihg, 

ftrit I weaVd the rustic sang f 



rf40 BVRirs' 70SMS. 

BowBRSy adieu, whare Love, decoying, 
First enthraird this heart o' mine, 

Tbere tbe f aftest sweets eojof^agr^ ' 
Sweeti that Mem'ry ne'er «hall tin«! 

Friskm, bo near my borai^4hpery 
Ye bae rendered moments dear ; 

Bat, alaa! vrhen fbrc'd to sever, 
Then tb^.stroke, O, how severe ! 

Friekbs ! that partiag tear reserve it, 
Tho' His doubly dear to me ! 

Could I t^ink I did deserve it, 
How much happier MTould I be ! 

Sceaes of woe aod scenes of pleasurep 
Scenes that former thoughts renew, 

Soeoeaof woe andacene&of pleasore, 
No« a $ad and last adieu \ 



.-. -r* 
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